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Girl of the House

[image: ]

You have to be fucking kidding me. Rachel stood in the doorway of her stepson’s bedroom mouth aghast and arms crossed.

“Are they Jessie’s fucking underwear, Jason?”

Surprised to find anyone in the house Jason froze and grabbed the covers from his bed to cover his naked body. He was shocked speechless and um’d and er’d in disbelief that he had been caught with his little cock peeking its tip out of his stepsister’s beige silky panties.

"Are you wearing my daughters' fucking underwear? And masturbating?" She let out a sigh and shook her head, Boys. Just two hours ago her and Jason’s father had left for a week-long trip, she had to cancel due to business, and now she was had to deal with this.

Without waiting for Jason to plead his case she with exacerbated breath went to the kitchen to put on a pot of coffee. Dumping her handbag down on the counter she looked at the messy surroundings, closed her eyes with a deep inhale and sighed.

“Jason, come here now!”

It took a moment, for Jason made sure to be fully dressed before coming to the kitchen, down to the socks. He had even managed to quickly splash his soft face and blonde hair with water, the latter of which he had even combed back; as though the better made up, put together and ready to present he was, the more he could undo the previously shamed nakedness. Though, it was he and he only he who felt shame over the situation. Rachel just wanted to have coffee in a clean kitchen.

"I've been gone for two hours. Two hours Jason. Did you cook a meal for 12 in the time that I was gone? I know you didn't think we would be back for a week, but this is ridiculous.”

“I’m sorry, Rachel.” Jason didn’t have much else to say, he hung his head embarrassed. Rachel pitied him somewhat, he was a slender boy not much taller than his stepdaughter, nor was he broad-shouldered, and she often found him to be overly submissive and self-aware around herself. His father used it to their advantage often and got his step-mom to give him household orders; he did not 'come to age' physically until his early 20's, late growth spurts were common in the family.

Given his small stature and undeveloped assertiveness that comes with being an underdeveloped adult male, it was no wonder the big-breasted, often hard nippled in a silk gown in front of the TV, curvaceous and business-savvy stepmother was intimidating to him. More than once she had caught him looking at her body in her nightgown with a small boner in his sweats.

“It’s okay, Jase.” She sighed. She could empathize; teenage boy doesn’t do dishes and jerks off - so what? Water is wet and fire is hot. He hadn’t been accepted into any of the colleges he was aiming for and had spent a lot of time in his bedroom alone all summer, his confidence was lacking and there was no use causing him stress at home too.

“Fuck it. Want a glass sweetie?” She didn’t normally call Jason by pet names, given he wasn’t her son. But they had lived together for around 10 years and she did so now and then to signal to him a caring mood. His body language relaxed at her signal so not waiting for an answer she grabbed a bottle of white from the fridge and two glasses.

She didn’t care of an answer on the underwear, she in the immediate moment yearned only for no more stress and that was her only ask. After all, she was supposed to be on holiday with no kids, no business, and a maid to take care of all the chores this week.

They sat in silence for some moments as Rachel drunk her first glass with gusto, Jason followed suit desperate to overcome the awkwardness he felt. Rachel did not feel awkward at all, she was old enough to understand boys, they were dirty and explored in strange ways. She had dated a man once who whilst the epitome of masculinity in public, wanted nothing more than to be let free in an explosion of silky soft slutty femininity at home.

Sensing the tension, she turned to laughter to let him know it’s okay, “So then, enjoy my daughter’s panties, did you?” She smirked with a shake of the head, laughing at the absurdity that she was in this situation. On a stall across the marble kitchen counter sat Jason with an uncertain smile and blushed cheeks.

“You’re not mad at me?”

“No, I’m not. I’m mad about the dishes. I just wish your father hadn’t raised you to be such a… man. My daughter would never leave dishes in the sink and always cleans as she goes. Sometimes I wonder if you and your father even noticed her and I doing your chores.” She took a swig of wine and forcibly exhaled through her nose with wishing sentiment, “If only you were a girl, Jase.”

And that’s when the idea struck. 


That evening Jason’s stepmother never asked him to do the dishes, neither did she bother doing them when she cooked dinner for the two of them. What she did do was generously pour the two of them wine, under the guise of her mantra of the evening, ‘Fuck it, I’m supposed to be on holiday anyway!’

She had dirt on Jason, and she knew it. But she didn't want to be mean to him, after all, she did have an affectionate spot for her stepson, even if he was a dirty little pervert.

“You’re probably wondering why I don’t mind about the panties.” She asked, once confident he had had enough wine to talk.

“Y-yeah, I guess.” He stuttered; the topic made him nervous again.

I’ll ease that, she thought.

“Well, I just don’t mind. That’s all there is to it. If anything, I’m curious.”

“What about?”

“Well… Was it that they’re your step-sisters? Or maybe, I noticed you picked out some silky ones - was it that? Do you like feeling like a girl?”

Jason thought about his answer, he was uncertain himself truthfully. He had been watching sissy porn, cross-dressing gangbangs and all sorts of gender-bending brilliance. Living in the world he did where the expressions of strength and will were paramount to the household of two successful businesspeople he yearned for the polarity of this, feeling as though he had never fit into it. What at first was a fascination with slutty fragility, the transference of power and late teen self-exploration became an urgent want to be a little slut, culminating in explorations of his tight asshole and his sister’s clothes.

“I guess. Well, when I wear them, I just feel kind of-”

“Sexy?”

“Yeah…” He couldn’t believe he was having this conversation with her, but the wine haze softened his inhibitions just enough to reveal the self he hides. “You won’t tell Dad, will you?”

“No sweetie. But it’s getting late so bedtime don’t you think?”

“Sure.”

Jason got into bed that evening feeling anxious for the week to come alone with his stepmom. How humiliating to be caught. Rachel, however, knew exactly what would be in the week to come. A sissy chore maid, finally some use for the boy, she thought, plotting. 


Given the experience of the previous day, the glasses of wine and the habits of a late teen in late summer, Jason wasn’t awake when his stepmother got back from a morning trip to her favorite lingerie store. She opened the door and stood in the doorway of his room, as she had done nearly 24 hours ago. He only slept in underwear and he had removed most the covers in his sleep, she could see his smooth skin, barely a hair on it, on his outstretched slender leg leading to the protruding hip of his skinny stature. She smirked as she noticed the morning wood, even through his underwear she could see it was a cute cock, not laughable small, but it wasn’t impressing anyone anytime soon, and certainly offered little in girth.

“Jason, sweetie.” He jerked awake, they always knocked on his door in the morning if they were to wake him up and it was unexpected to find his stepmother standing there smiling. It took a moment to register, but when it did, he hastened to pull the covers over himself. “I think it’s a bit late for that, don’t you?” She teased.

“Why didn’t you knock?” He blushed, fumbling his question, feeling vulnerable.

“Well I’ve been out this morning, I’ve had a lot of thinking, and I’ve brought you a little gift.”

“Okay…” Jason’s suspicions were raised; she was abnormally pert.

"I've been thinking. You've always been a quiet boy Jase. And with Cara gone to college… Well, after all, you enjoyed her underwear, and you're not exactly, built…" Rachel struggled to find her explanation for what she was getting ready to pull from the shopping bag she held. Jason recognized the logo to be the lingerie store in town though, and he gathered some idea of where it was going. His imagination shot into overdrive and the absurd excitement of this new domestic exploration pumped fresh blood to his morning glory. "Well, honestly it would be damn nice to have a girl around this house again, and maybe this will get you to do the dishes."

She pulled from the shopping bag a black and white French maid outfit, a skimpy number with a short frilly bottom.

“I’ve never been tough with punishments, so I thought maybe this can be a way for you to enjoy yours.”

Jason was stunned, blushed cheeks and stiff little cock in bed he lay uncertain of what to say. “I-I-, Rachel… I’m not sure.”

“This isn’t a choice, Jason.”

Her words sent a plethora of feeling through his body. He didn’t want to admit it, but the French maid outfit excited him. He desired to release an expression of femininity deep inside him that his taught masculinity repressed, it told him that to reveal that truest of wants was embarrassing; but Rachel had given him the get-out-of-jail-free card:

This isn’t a choice.

And so, he feigned reluctance whilst inside his heart thumped with excitement, his cock twitched was eagerness and his whole body felt a powerful weakness rush through it, a trembling pre-release. He looked at his stepmother wide-eyed, did she know what she was doing?

“I’ll just put this here.” Walking over and leaving the maids outfit at the end of the bed. “Coffee?”

“Yes please.” And with that she left the room, gently closing the door as she did so.

Jason laid in bed and contemplated what just happened. He lightly traced his finger up and down his erection through his underwear whilst staring at the ceiling. To what extent was this a punishment? And to what extent did she know the sexual thrill of the maids’ outfit to him? One event could seemingly change so much, so much of his being revealed in one quiet key turn of the front door 24 hours ago. What if we all just let ourselves be seen doing what we most desired?

He jerked out of his daydream at the sound of coffee being ground in the machine, sat up and tried to make sense of the past 24 hours. 


Jason slipped into the black and white French maid outfit. A collection of silk and frills on his skin. His skinny figure complimented well the indented waistline that caught his hips and eased him into the role. He had never tried on something of that caliber before, and as he waltzed towards the full-length mirror on his wall, he felt his footsteps daintier, his spirit lighter.

Spinning in the mirror throwing head over shoulder he marveled at the sensation of air being thrown up under the short skirt that barely covered his ass-cheeks. What a sensation to revel in, his smooth hairless legs had so often felt self-conscious of their being in khaki shorts at barbeques on sunny days, but what fragility and want for touching they expressed in the pleated frills of a slutty costume.

He was positively ecstatic with how the costume fit and sprung out to the kitchen to show his stepmom.

“I feel amazing!” He proclaimed, exalted. Giving a fanciful spin on the spot he felt freedom. Rachel chuckled,

“I’m happy for you. But how about some underwear too?” Jason blushed and put his hands over the area of the skirt where his cock sat beneath. “I’ve seen it all Jase, don’t worry. Maybe those silky beige ones you like?” Jason stood stunned, still uncertain how to respond at his stepmom’s encouragement of his slutty sissy self.

“S-sure.”

“Coffee’s on the side.” She pointed towards it and went to the washroom, coming back with the panties. “I put them in the wash last night, figured Jessie wouldn’t want to come home from college to pre-cum soaked underwear. But maybe they can just get ‘lost’.” She looked at the label, “Victoria’s Secret too, well Jason’s secret now.” She winked teasingly as she walked past Jason, placing them in his hands. “It’s nice to have a daughter in the house again. Even if she is a bit of a dirty slut, though let’s face it Jessie wasn’t much better.” They shared a laugh. “However now you’re in your outfit, can these dishes be done? When in Rome.” 

Jason cleaned the kitchen in his little slutty outfit, as well as the rest of the house. Under the pleased watchful eye of his stepmom. 'Such a good girl, aren't you sweetie.' She often offered for encouragement, she spent the day going through paperwork and drinking coffee. It was a relief to have a maid to order about, and one who would do the job willingly too.

When the evening came, he kept the outfit on as Rachel didn’t mind. They had a glass of wine and watched a movie, and Jason gloried in being her stepdaughter. It was a girly night in, the first they ever had. Up until then any time they were left alone felt awkward, uncertain of how to be and forced. But this evening, they were as natural as could be.

His stepmom ignored the twitches in his cock that she noticed, happy he was enjoying himself; she had never seen him so carefree.

After their movie, she let him know she would be gone most the next day and that she was going to bed. He stayed behind and laid on the couch, lost in fancy and fantasy. I love this, he thought. 


Nerves flitted through Jason the next day, he wore normal clothes as he cleaned the house and went to the shop to buy the groceries for his stepmom, he didn’t want to make any mess on his maids’ outfit.

Once home he began preparation in the kitchen, chopping vegetables and ensuring dinner was ready to be cooked. He bathed and showered, using rose oil and scented shampoo to soften his golden locks. He, as requested by Rachel, ensuring his body was entirely smooth in all areas, and finally, he slipped on his maids’ outfit and for the first time in the entire day exhaled a loud sigh of relief as he felt relaxed into his role. Sexy slut.

He admired himself in the mirror, ran his fingers up his smooth legs to his silky underwear covered sissy clitty. Fuck it felt so good to be a naughty little girl, a long-legged heartthrob, a boner-producing cumslut. He sat on the floor with his legs wide admiring himself in the mirror. Gently titillating himself with his finger through his panties, pinching and twisting in his nipples and he moaned gently. He thought of the cock he would taste that evening, his first cock. What would it be like to have one in his hands?

Just as his little cock started to grow, he heard the key turn off the door.

Shit! He thought, and he jumped up and ensured his little boner was heading beneath the pleated skirt. He couldn’t let his stepmother know that he had been sat around playing himself before the guest arrived.

Walking of his bedroom he caught them in the hallway where he stood proudly in his outfit, tall and confident.

“Ah, there you are. Mr. Walker, this is my step-daughter, Ja- Jessie.” Rachel smiled at Jason and then to the businessman.

"Lovely to meet you, young lady. That's quite the outfit you have on there, been cleaning?"

"Yes, sir." Jason felt shy suddenly, biting his lip and looking down with a butterflied stomach smile.

“Well come on, no use standing around in the hallway. Jessie is dinner prepped? Go to the kitchen whilst I sit down out guest.”

She seated him and came to the kitchen to fetch a bottle of red wine and give Jason instructions. He was to stay out of the way and out of their sight, only entering the dining room to bring food, collect plates or ask if refills are needed at intervals. And he did exactly this, with the smiling charm and grace of a young lady who knows the rewards that will come; hopefully on her face.

Mr. Walker the businessman’s eyes gorged on Jason whenever he entered the room to be of service, at one point commenting on the length of his short maids outfit, “Careful bending over in that, wouldn’t want to show more than you mean to,” he jested, knowing full well that Jason wanted to show more, and that he wanted to see. 


Finally, after what felt like forever, they finished their dinner and discussion. They were in earshot of Jason, but his conscious mind was idling as his more animal drives took over to be a dirty girl, he stood in the kitchen patiently fantasizing over his first cock when his stepmom came in.

“Mr. Walkers waiting for you.” Jason’s response was a giddy one, he hopped on the spot with an unrestrained smile.

Holy fuck thought Jason, this is so hot. He had never once imagined that he would handle a cock, yet here he was on his knees, wearing a slutty little outfit with a thick shaft between his two hands.

“Is she being a good girl in there, Mr. Walker?” Called Rachel from the kitchen where she was loading the dishwasher.

Thumbing the pre-cum soaked tip of Mr. Walker's cock, Jason licked the twitching tool from base to tip and holding it with both hands looked up to him.

“Am I, Mr. Walker? Sir.” The businessman’s cock throbbed at Jason’s submission. It enthralled Jason and encapsulated him, he let out the softest, girliest moan that had ever come out of his mouth before, arching his back and pushing his ass towards the sky, he examined the wonderment in his hands. He had never wanted to be fucked so strongly, a pulsation in his asshole told him he needed it.

His own smaller and less masculine cock had fought its way out of his silk panties and was aching with want. To be desired as a delicate little servicing slut was so liberating, it felt good to please.

“She most definitely is, Rachel.”

"Thank you, Daddy." Daddy? Where did that come from? Jason surprised himself, never had he even been called Daddy, let alone called someone it. But here he was, servicing a businessman, a daddy. And he wanted to be the best little slut he could. He felt in his face a look of uninhibited desire he had never felt before, he looked in Mr. Walker's eyes with a submissively furrowed brow and lips parted. The businessman leaned back in the chair and groaned, beginning to thrust his cock in Jason's hands, a cue that Jason understood perfectly well. He took one hand off, delicately positioned his head over the pulsating member and looked up to Mr. Walker, waiting for him to open his eyes and look down, and when he did, Jason spat and dribbled all over the cock and started wanking it. It felt like each stroke was a stroke on his cock too as it dripped and oozed pre-cum onto the floor, being pumped by the throbbing desire in his ass.

The businessman was pushing against Jason’s strokes, Jason was taken over by the image of him, in his expensive cotton dinner shirt and pants lusting for him as Jessie. “Mmm, Daddy, fuck.” He moaned, putting the tip of the cock in his mouth as he jerked, taking it out only to say, “Cum for me, daddy, please.”

"Mmmm, fuck. You good girl." The words only made Jason jerk harder as he bounced his smooth-shaven asshole back against an invisible cock, he reached a hand around to slide the panties down to feel the nakedness of his asshole. He stroked and stroked, and moaned as the big smooth cock tip pumped and pulsated in his mouth, lubricated by dripping pre-cum and saliva until an extraordinarily thick load of hot white cum shot out.

Jason felt pleasantly exhausted in an instant. On his knees, in a slutty little outfit, he closed his eyes and exhaled a groan as he licked around his lips for the dripping cum. Given that his cock was always on the slender side, he had always wondered what it would be like to look down to have a big thick one in his hands. Now he knew, it felt amazing.

He held the thick softening penis in hands two hands and licked it all over, kissed it, enjoyed it when Rachel appeared at the doorway to the dining room. She leaned against the dining room door with a mischievous smile. Jason didn't care, he still had a cock in his hands and cum on his chin, but she was his mistress now and be her good little girl, it felt only right.

“Right then Jessie, I think you’ve been a good girl tonight. But why don’t you clean up Mr. Walker and then he and I have some final business to discuss.” She smiled and went back to the kitchen, walking towards the table with a bottle of nightcap whiskey and two glasses. “What are you waiting for? Come on. Lick it clean, zip it up and off to bed. Good girl.”

And that's exactly what he did, precum leaking he slept in his silk girly panties and dreamed of cocks, all sizes, and types, all for him. 


The next day Jason’s stepmom was out the house at her business meeting, and he was left alone, she left a text saying she would be back around 5 pm. He had no order from her that he needed to be in his outfit, or that he had to clean or cook, but he did so anyway. He reveled in it, he danced around the house and bent over when he passed mirrors, spreading his ass and telling himself what a naughty little whore he was - he had never had such fun alone at home before. He stood in the mirror and groped where he wished his tits were, thrusted as his clitty dripped its juice in lustful joy. God this feels so fucking good, he thought relentlessly.

Unaware in ecstasy he lost track of time, he had been sat in front of his full-length mirror for what had felt like a blissful eternity, stroking his sissy drip-soaked cock he bounced up and down as though riding a cock. Edging felt different dressed like a girl, he didn’t want to cum - he wanted to enjoy the gory of prolonged orgasm, his head vibrating with pulsating energy.

“I want to be fucked. I want to be fucked so bad, fuck.” He moaned to himself. One hand on his wet cock the other move to his ass cheek as he changed position to his knees, his head down and his ass up. Looking at himself in the mirror he saw the whore in his eyes, it only turned him on more.

Suddenly a sense arose in him that he wasn’t alone, he turned to the doorway.

“Jason, sweetie we have to stop meeting like this.”

“FUCK.” Orgasm denied again, how does she keep catching him? “How long were you there?”

“Long enough. Come to the kitchen, now. I have a job for you.” Jason hurriedly got up and went to grab some trousers.

“No. Bring your slutty self, and that little cock of yours.”

Shit was his only thought. He had no idea if her language towards him then was suggestive of punishment, or acceptance.

She sat in the armchair of the living room and gestured towards the sofa for him. "Sit."

He did so. Despite the embarrassment of being caught being a wannabe cockwhore his boner hadn’t subsided, and he sat on the sofa with a small tent that was proud in its pitching despite his humiliation.

“Okay, so we’re learning a lot about one another aren’t we Jase?”

“I guess… Sorry.”

“No, don’t be sorry. In fact, I’m glad I heard you talk about how much you want to be fucked.”

“What?” His cock convulsed and his stomach twisted in anticipation. What did she have planned? Jason had thought the maids’ outfit was a radical step, but one that remained rooted in punishing him and making him do housework; now she knew just how much he enjoyed being a sissy slut.

“I have a business partner coming over for dinner tomorrow. He’s not the kind of man that’s easy to persuade, and sometimes with powerful men that are ways to… entice them. Now there’s no way I would do any favors for these men, they’re not interested in powerful grown woman. But I do sometimes find them a young play toy, so sweeten the deal. Do you understand?”

“I think so.”

“Good, I don’t think I need to explain anymore. You seem quite adept at your role. But there are a few things I need to teach you. Basic stuff, that you didn’t get to learn when you were younger.”

They spent their evening having another girl’s night in, only this time Rachel gave him a quick how-to-do concerning make-up, she expected him to do his own the next day. She showed him eyeshadow, eyeliner, just the right amount of blush - she wanted him to look like a slut and that is exactly how she taught him.

The experience is one that Jason realized he had always wanted, but never known. Dolling himself up he felt like a true teen girl ready for her big day, and with that sensation filling his imagination he went to bed smiling. 


An elated Justin woke up early for the first time in a while and joined his stepmom at the breakfast table the next morning. He teetered in with a smile on his face of a child whose parents had allowed them to do something they knew to be naughty.

“Good morning, you fucking slut.”

“Rachel!” Jason laughed.

“Well, it’s evidently true.”

“Evidently.” Followed Jason in Acknowledgment.

They sat together eating breakfast and drinking coffee in relative silence until Rachel broke it.

“We’re going on a trip today.” His interest was piqued, he understood that this wasn’t an offer, but it was another order, and it would have a reason. “Now obviously we can’t take you into town for lingerie, imagine your dad hearing we were spotted together underwear shopping. So, we’re going to go out of town, I want something young and slutty. A little schoolgirls outfit and matching lingerie set, black, I think. Okay?”

“Okay.”

“Saturday I’m entertaining a number of clients, I’ve arranged for them to come around and watch the game, have some drinks and snacks. I want you to be… part of the entertainment.”

Jason’s face lit up.

“Was I that good last night?”

“You were good enough. So, it’ll be same rules as last night, stay out the way, be eye candy, let me talk to the men, and then make them cum, got it?”

“Got it.”

“Who knew you could be so useful.” Rachel quipped with a smirk. 


And so, they went out of town to find Jason his ultimate Jessie outfit. They eventually settled on a pink and black short pleated schoolgirl skirt, black suspenders and black lacy underwear with a matching bralette - over which he was to wear a white shirt tied into a crop-top. Once home Rachel made him try it all on to make sure it was as perfect as they initially thought.

“Wow aren’t you just a slutty little 2000’s Britney.”

Jason spun 360 on the spot and stopped with his foot forward, chin tucked and finger in his mouth, posing for a moment before breaking into joyful laughter. “Did I do it good?”

"God, you're such a sissy whore," Rachel replied playfully.

“I’ll take that as a compliment, ma’am.”

Friday was spent mostly ensuring every part of Jason was hairless, clean and proper. Rachel was out most the day, so Jason paraded around the house in his slutty schoolgirl outfit. He practiced his makeup. He experimented with moaning and making his voice for sexual. And he spent time in the mirror arching his back, spreading his ass wide and experimenting with how he will look when fucked.

Delicious, is how he would look, he decided. 


Rachel had Jason answer to the ringing of the doorbell, not once, not twice, but five times. For five important businessmen, he pranced towards the door with excitement, making merry of the reactions of the men on the other side of the opened door.

“Good afternoon sir, here for the game?” He flirtatiously asked, pirouetting on one foot and fluttering her eyelids. Without fail every one of the men, all dressed in smart casual weekend business attire as though attending a golf game, looked Jason up and down, always resting for a moment their eyes on his suspenders, his slutty schoolgirl skirt and the gap between the two pieces of clothing where his smooth slender legs were teased.

“I certainly have come for the game, but I think I might be staying for something else.” Was the tenacious reply of one gentleman as his eyes feasted on Jason.

“Oh, you mean business?" Jason replied, biting his lip, still balancing one leg upon his tiptoe. He knew perfectly well what the man meant.

“Sure, business.” He winked and Jason let him in.

White oxford button-up, blue fitted trousers and brown oxford shoes, wheat blond hair and a hell of a smile. Jason made note of the confident flirter. His suggestive mannerisms at first impressions were enticing, Wow that felt good to be an attractive little slut, Jason thought; he craved more attention from the attractive man.

The men each chose their spots to watch the game from alongside Jason’s Stepmom. Jason did as instructed and stayed out of the way but not out of view, poised to make use of his new feminine charm in the background he allowed his stepmother to remain the most important woman of the household sat with the men, he knew his place and enjoyed it so.

He kept close attention to the statuses of wine glasses and beer bottles, ensuring to pick them up when empty, refill them when needed. Always fluttering past the television so as not to obscure the game, although the men would not have minded even if he did. Jason was quick to turn down offers for help, or even to wave away the away hand passing a glass or bottle to him. Preferring instead to produce displays of thigh and panties as he bent over in his schoolgirl skirt, a dot of sissy clitty pre-cum evident.

He felt no strangeness doing so in front of his stepmother, just as he hadn’t felt so when holding Mr. Walker’s cock in his hands, it felt entirely right; at this point of the week, it actually made entire sense. She had become his mistress and he was serving her exactly how she wanted.

Being the businesswoman she was she pretended to ignore Jason's advances and provocative shows to the men, to allow them to complete comfortability, to let them know Jason was there's to lay eyes on, and if they're lucky, fuck; and Jason was hoping they were lucky. But occasionally when the men were caught up in the game, and Jason waited in the background for someone to need a drink or some snacks, Rachel caught eyes with Jason and gave him a reassuring smile that he was being a good little girl.

The pattern of teasing continued throughout the game; Jason was the object to behold. At one point one of the businessmen stopped him as he collected beer bottles, and said, “You know, you never introduced yourself.”

“Oh, of course, I’m sorry. I’m Jessie, sir.” He beamed a smile whilst pirouetting on his foot as he did when he opened the door. I’m Jessie, he thought. It was the first time he referred to himself as such out loud. He noticed too how sexualized he felt to have not needed a name for the evening, only his schoolgirl skirt and red panties; a successful fucktoy.

Finally, Rachel stood up and interrupted the daydream Jason was having from the back of the room, he was imagining himself at the center of a gangbang and was so entranced by it he had, without realizing, lifted his skirt with his hard little cock; he hadn't even realized the game was over. She pointed towards his stiff clitty as she walked past, prepared?

It took Jason a moment to understand, but once he did, he repeated the giddy excitement of the previous night in the kitchen, only just capturing himself and regaining composure.

This is too good to be true... 


Jason walked to the center of the expansive U-shaped couch. He felt like a performer, a dancer on her podium, model in front of a camera. Confidence flowed through him, he had made his first cock cum just two nights before and was confident of himself; but still, a shyness remained, apparently evident for the comments of encouragement from the men.

“It’s okay sweetie, why don’t you to a twirl for us?”

“Don’t be shy, we’ve all been waiting for you.”

"I already want to take you home with me." The last one was from Jason's white oxford shirt-wearing crush from the door, Jason blushed at the comment. "Come here, this is your first time in a group isn't it?"

“Yes, sir.”

“Call me George.”

“Okay, George.” Want rushed through Jason’s stomach in the form of butterflies, he wanted to be taken right then, touched, groped, explore, fucked. As sexy as he could he tentatively walked over the seated George, who was at the center of the U-shaped couch full of businessmen.

“Rachel’s got us a good one, huh gents?” A chorus of agreement followed. George groped Jason’s ass, turned him around and spanked it lightly. “Tight.”

Jason let no time go to waste, he was keen to show his slutty skills. He turned back around from George's ass groping, got down onto his knees, unhooked and unzipped his trousers. Much to his pleasant surprise, he was greeted to a great thick member, given the occasion George had decided not to wear underwear.

“Oh my god.” It was so thick, smooth and soft in his hands. He felt the bulge as blood pumped to the increasingly pulsating cock, he questioned if it was going to stop growing. “May I Daddy.”

“Of course.”

With it now fully erect, Jason took delicate hold of the man’s pillar, holding it with awe-filled want like it was a gift from the God’s themselves. He licked the shaft from base to tip and slathered it with his slutty saliva and juices.

“You naughty fucking cockwhore.” George’s words were utter filthy fulfillment to Jason as he “oomph”’d and “mmm”’d on the cock, filling his mouth, his cheeks, his throat. He gagged and came for breath, before going in deep again with saliva bubbles and precum dripping.

His sissy cock oozed juice, he felt the pulsation through his entire body. Somebody fuck me! He thought.

His awareness was brought back to the room when he felt his panties being slid the side.

“Oh, fuck yeah, look at that tight little fucking asshole.” Came the voice behind him. Jason took his eyes of George for the first time and his mouth off his cock, he looked around the room to see 3 other men jerking their hard cocks for him.

“Oh my god.” Jason moaned, it seemed to be all he could say.

“You’re a good fucking whore, aren’t you?” Said one of the men, more a statement than a question.

"Yes, daddy."

The fourth unnamed businessman was behind him, he spat on Jason’s asshole and teased it with a finger. Jason instinctively pushed back against it and his hungry asshole ate the finger with ease.

The other man came closer now, they didn’t want to sit at the sidelines jerking and they ganged around Jason. Slapping his face with their cocks or twisted his nipples with their big manly hands under his land bralette, his shirt was entirely unbuttoned. Jason desperately tried to give ever man attention, he wanted every thick hard penis he could, he frantically grabbed each with lustful craving and jerked and wanked, he spat on them and sucked them, gagged on them until his eyes watered. Heaven, he was in heaven.

He felt the man’s large finger leave his asshole and instead be replaced by the unmistakably smooth tip of a penis, wet with precum it teased Jason's asshole that was spread wide. The businessman eased the tip in, and the moment it entered Jason instinctively pushed back and swallowed the whole thing.

“You dirty fucking cockslut.” The man proclaimed, spanking Jason’s ass.

“Mmmhmm, just for you daddies.” Was Jason’s reply.

The men took a turn on Jason's asshole. He paid attention to how every man was different. One liked to slam their cocks into him fast and hard, their big hands on his little waist to accentuate and heighten the motion of fucking. Another was slow, he didn't hold onto Jason but let Jason do the talking, allowing Jason to bounce up and down and fuck at his speed. The third adored the act of entering, that was his favorite part quite clearly, he repeatedly pulled out to watch Jason’s slutty asshole gape and wink, spreading it and sticking fingers in it, pulling it apart; he even swirled his tongue around it and put it in as far as he could manage-he was Jason’s favorite. The fourth was a slammer, he fucked slow but hard, he enjoyed the sensation and sound of their two bodies slapping together, he held onto the waistline of Jason’s skirt and used it to strengthen the thrusts. All four of the men fucked Jason on to completion, choosing a place to cum. Squirting hot jizz all over his asscheeks, or ordering Jason to turn around and open his mouth, one chose to empty himself all over Jason’s face and the fourth businessman came on Jason’s panties.

And then there was George. George stayed sat on the couch the entire time, upon his throne he watched Jason the sissy whore get fucked. He didn’t lose hardness the whole time, he pulsated, pumped and twitched in Jason’s hands, demanded eye contact and servicing. When the other four men had cum Jason instinctively knew what to do.

“Your turn daddy.”

He climbed up on to the sofa, not leaving Georges's eye contact, and sat atop the largest cock in the room. He reached down and grasped the fat shaft with his girly hand and guided the tip to his whore hole. It was large, but it wasn't a painful struggle after the fucking he had just received, slowly at first, he lowered himself down to the base with the utmost pleasure, moaning the entire time. If I knew how good a big fat cock felt, I would’ve become a sissy fucking whore sooner, he thought, right before bouncing up and down on the girthy member with his hungry asshole. His little girl cock was rock hard and the tip was peeking out of the top of his black lacey underwear. “Oh, my fucking god." He moaned, bouncing faster, his asshole was filled entirely, he had never felt so fulfilled entirely, he was a cock hungry, sissy whore, slutty little brat. He bounced and bounced until finally, George groaned,

“Fucking hell I’m going to cum, don’t stop, don’t stop you slut. You fucking whore don’t stop.”

“No daddy, I won’t daddy. Cum in me, cum in-fucking-side me. I’m your little whore.”

As he said it George flipped Jason round. He had never experienced such strength against him before, it was exhilarating, he felt so powerless but so elated. George put a hand to Jason’s throat and started choking him lightly, his face contorted in aggressive pleasure.

“Cum in me daddy. Please.” Squeaked George, his sissy clitty was ready to explode.

Jason felt it. He felt the giant cock surge and pulse inside him, he felt George slow down his thrusts to match the rhythm of the hot cum shoot deep into Jason, who's sissy clitty was pumping out juice with an orgasmic sensation at the same time. His orgasm felt like it would never end, a long-haul trip to pleasure island. Georges groans and Jason's girly moans complemented one another perfectly. What an explosion of pleasure.

George slowly pulled himself out of Jason, slowly followed by an impressive amount of dripping cum as Jason lay frozen with his legs in the air lost in bliss.

They dropped slowly out of the air to rest on the sofa - the location of his first sissy gangbang, which belonged to his father who would be home tomorrow. Here Jason fell asleep, exhausted.

He woke up in the morning, with a blanket over him to his stepmom making coffee.

“Sweetie, your dad’s going to be home in a few hours. I think you need to change your clothes.”

He opened his eyes, felt the ache deep in his asshole, saw his outfit and smiled, happy it wasn’t a dream.


Girl of the Dorm
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“Oh come on Josh, it’s just some fun. It’s college, not a catholic boarding school,” Teased Charlotte, holding a glass of cheap student-priced rosé in one hand and a mini-dress in the other, “you’re not that much taller than me, it’ll fit.”

"He's got more ass though." Chimed in Katie with one her trademark playful punches. Smiles filled the room, Dorm E had quickly become good friends at the start of their first semester. Despite the college offering mixed-gender living, their dorm had resulted in a lopsided 10 girls and 3 boys, one of those boys was Josh who stood amongst the girls all crammed into Charlotte's bedroom on a Friday night.

“As if guys, I’m tipsy, not drunk.”

“Oh come oooon, Josh. What’s up? Afraid to not look manly?” Poked Jessica, some of the girls tittered, they had been teasing Josh for the past couple weeks over how easily he integrated into their social group, he was, as they said, ‘one of the girls’.

“Will and Jason are at some stupid football party Josh, you’re the only guy in the building. It’s not like anyone will see, we won’t cramp your style.” Charlotte pressed again, edging closer to Josh with the dress.

“It’s not that. I'm not fragile about my masculinity.

“Then why not try on the dress, Josh-u-ah? Don’t tell us you haven’t grown your hair like that because you don’t want to be one of us?”

“I just like my hair longer!” He had beautiful dark brunette locks bordering on black, so much so he was often asked if it was dyed, they waved down to his shoulders in a Johnny Depp like fashion.

“Oh come on Josh, it’ll be a laugh!”

"Yeah let's see that booty in a tight dress!" Josh's ass had been course for discussion amongst the girls since the first night the group drank together and let loose. Josh wasn't a chubby boy, but his fat placement was erring on the feminine side and his legs and ass were, as Jessica would say, ‘Juicy'. Prior to college he had grown up in a relatively mid-sized town that required him to cycle from the suburbs to his job every weekend, and on fair weather weekdays he would cycle to school, resulting in a build-up of lower body muscle that toned his fat into an attractive shape, whilst retaining a rather slim upper body. Such a shape is a rather athletic one, powerful and bottom-loaded; it is the shape that exists at the base of many athletes. However, Josh was not typically found at track meets, he much preferred wine with the girls over protein shakes with the boys, his shape was rather wasted. Charlotte one night when drunk suggested he should give them a taste of what he looked like head down ass up and they all cheered, but Josh opted to turn down the banter. He had grown up with two sisters so he was used to their jesting and poking fun, and their attempts to effeminize and ‘doll-up', and passed up their teasing as harmless fun.

The girls had however been attempting to bring them into their fun for some weeks now and the allure of exploration under the guise of banter with a new social group is always tempting, particularly at college where such things are expected, especially when alcohol is involved.

“Oh fuck it, go on then.” The chorus of girls cheered with their drinks high.

"Get changed in my bathroom Josh, so we can do a big reveal." Each of the rooms in their dorm had its own en-suite with a shower, sink, and toilet, it wasn't anything of the fancy kind, but it was far better than communal showering, and any college graduate will tell you that if you can afford an en-suite, for the love of god do it.

Charlotte enthusiastically threw the dress at Josh and he took it, stepped into the bathroom, turned the light on and shut the door behind him, turning the lock to ensure he was safely in solitude for his first attempt at putting a dress on. It's not to be underestimated the difficulty of doing something for the first time that half the population has done their entire lives. He held the dress up and examined it, it was an LBD -- that's a little black dress for those of you who are yet uninitiated -- it was sleeveless and had the most slender of spaghetti straps running over the shoulders. It contoured at the waist and was stretchy polyester spandex, simply holding it up in front of him, Josh knew could sense how exposed he was going to feel.

He peeled off his jeans and t-shirt but left his boxer briefs on. He examined himself in the mirror with bulky legs and slender upper body and thought about how he shoulder sign up for the gym, even himself out, maybe, another time. He looked at the dress, over my head or pulled up from the feet? He never thought he would ponder something so trivial, and some consider it a stupid thought, but to a young man who had never put any one-piece item of clothing on it was a relevant query.

He chose to pull it over his head like a t-shirt, get his arms through the spaghetti straps and pull it down over the rest of himself. It fit snug, sitting midway up his thigh and tightly around his ass. He turned in the mirror to get a view of himself, resting one hand on a thigh he pivoted on tiptoe before catching himself and internally chuckling, slip a dress on and suddenly you’re posing like a ballerina, he acknowledged to himself.

After all, if you wear Caesar's clothes you have to behave like Caesar.

Josh stepped out of the bathroom to another chorus of cheers.

“Yeees Josh! Give us a twirl!”

“Bend over!”

“Bad bitch over here!”

Josh laughed and stood rather awkwardly in the spotlight, being the center of attention in a little black dress was hardly his most normal situation for him. Nevertheless, he gave a few moves to the girls' entertainment. He placed bent over, shook his ass, curtsied, and much to the encouragement of the girls placed his palms against the wall, pushed his ass back with an arch of his spine and asked, "What do you guys think?"

"Fine as fuck, is what I think." Came a surprisingly masculine voice from behind. Josh hadn't noticed the door opening and Jason enter; he must have heard the noise when going back to his room and come to see what the fun was about. He spanked Josh on the ass and gave it a grab, "You girls are some dirty bitches, is this what you get up to during your little get-togethers?" He asked. Josh still had his palms against the wall and ass pushed out, he didn't want to move, his chin was tucked and he stared at the floor to avoid being recognized by Jason. Jason was 6 feet, 4 inches taller than Josh and from his view could see nothing but black shoulder-length hair and a sexy figure in a tight black dress. His hands were large and made for throwing footballs, it felt like he took ownership when he grabbed Josh's asscheek.

Charlotte was the first to respond, “Ugh, fuck off Jason you pig.”

“Yeah go away, haven’t you got a sorority to harass or something?”

Jason took the message, there was no point pissing off his dorm mates, especially when they’re all in one room. “Whatever, enjoy your dumb little party.”

He left the room and the girls instantly began to chatter about what a pig Jason was and how they couldn't believe he did that, asking Josh if he was alright. He told them he was and tried to laugh it off. The girls tried to make light of it too and point out that Josh made such a successful girl that even Josh didn't realize otherwise.

Despite, however, the assertions of the girls that Jason's behavior was awful, through the laughter at the situation and the shock of it happening, Josh couldn't remove the sensation that he enjoyed it. He had never been touched like that before, objectified in such a way, groped and grabbed. Sure, it was inappropriate behavior, but it sent a current of electricity over him and for a moment whilst standing their palms against the wall he had a glimpse into another reality where Jason lifted his skirt and fucked him hard against the wall. He had never harbored thoughts of the kind before, but that experience in that dress was like an introductory class that left him thirsting for more knowledge, and so he conspired to search.

#

A few days later Josh took the opportunity of waiting for lessons together to spend time with Katie in his room and share with her his wants. They had hooked up in the first week of college when drunk and since then had been friends with benefits, through pillow talk Josh knew Katie to be what he referred to as, ‘a bit of a freak’, and knew she wouldn’t judge him for any desire, she was of the explorative kind.

He took some time beating around the bush and pre-warning her that he didn't want to be laughed at or made the feel wrong, but she told him to just spit it out, and that he should know her better than to fear judgment.

“When Jason slapped my ass the other night, it felt kind of, well-”

"Oh, you dirty little fucker." Katie laughed which eased Josh, he knew she would understand without him even explaining.

“Yeah, it just kind of made me a bit tingly, I’ve never been touched like that, and whilst wearing that dress too…”

"Oh, I hear you." Katie went on to explain how she had dated a guy the previous summer that someway into their relationship started to ask more and more searching questions into what Katie would find acceptable in a man, he eventually got to the point and admitted that he wanted to experiment with women's clothes and being fucked instead of doing the fucking. "He was a guy's guy too, football and beer and all that, guess we all need a break from our roles sometimes."

“I guess.”

“Hey look, let’s try something. You trust me?”

“Yeah, why?”

“Because this needs trust, I know how it is, you’re not used to being in submissive positions, but let me show you how good it can feel, you’re clearly curious.” Katie got up from the desk chair and moved towards Josh who was laying on the single bed sideways, his legs off the bed and his back against the wall. She grabbed his sweatpants by the waist and pulled them off, he didn’t resist, it wasn’t their first rodeo. “And these too.” She softly spoke as she much more gently this time pulled eased his boxer briefs off. “Now you know when I lay on my back and hold my legs up and open with bent knees? Do that.”

Josh hesitated. He mustered an ‘err' out of not knowing what to say, such an position didn't seem ‘natural' to him, so he told her just that.

"Natural? What the fuck is natural? These things are learned, baby. Now be a good boy and do as I say." Katie had never spoken to Josh in such a way before, but she understood what it took to get a hesitant male to assume a submissive posture, it didn't always require firm and tough dominance with leather and whips, sometimes it needed motherly guidance. Josh did as he was asked and Katie placed her hands firmly on the back of his thighs to reinforce that she wanted his legs high. She kissed them downwards, but not towards his cock, towards his tight virgin asshole. Josh squirmed, no one had ever been there before and he felt self-conscious about it; in the boring variety of sex that most men adhere to it isn't often that such exposure of the body is present and the cock-tingling pleasures of vulnerability aren't ever learned. "It's okay, relax. You have a beautiful asshole, and you're so hairless, you're made for this Josh." She teasingly licked the back of his thighs on either side before venturing inwards with the tip of her tongue to titillate with a gentle tickle the outer ring of his asshole in varying clockwise and anti-clockwise motion. Josh took a deep breath and felt the blood rush to his hardening penis, although his mind initially told him no, his body pushed towards Katie's tongue. "There we go, sweetie." She encouraged.

"Oh my god, that feels great."

"Well, it gets better."

Josh gasped as Katie moved her tongue inwards and flattened it entirely on his asshole and licked in one, strong, upward motion, trailing her tongue across his smooth hairless asshole and enjoying every twitch and spasm it produced in Josh, whom was decorating the moment with the soft moans to the tune of a female vocal performance. She continued to twirl, spin and flutter her soft wet tongue as he sunk further into hedonistic submission.

"There we go baby, just let go. It's okay." Katie reassured and reinstated the pleasurable safety of vulnerability again, easing Josh into his new exploration as she salivated over her forefinger and took to applying light pressure to his asshole. Josh was astounded at the fantastic chain reaction of electrified pressure that sparked at his tight ass and spasmed through his body resulting in a rush of pleasure to the brain and a drop of pre-cum from his cock.

Katie slid the tip of her finger in. Josh pressed against it.

“Deeper?” She asked.

“Uh-huh.” Was all he could reply, he was in bliss like he had never been before, it’s a magical thing the first time a man releases in such a way.

“Mmmm, like a good girl.” Was Katie’s response.

She pushed her forefinger in and created a hook-like motion to find his g-spot. Josh moaned and threw his head back, now keeping his legs wide and lifted with such sluttiness that Katie didn't need to keep pushing at the back of his thighs to remember to keep them up. She started pressing at his g-spot with rhythm whilst kissing and licked around his taint, sucking on his balls and tickling the outside of his asshole with her tongue.

“Okay sweetie, I want you to take your cock now and jerk it for me. I want you to cum a big load all over your little slutty self okay.”

"Yes, yes, yes yes yes." Josh moaned with an enthusiastic softness that had never graced his tone before. He grabbed hold of his precum soaked cock and rubbed it all over his hand, his tip was smooth and his cock skin soft, but he was harder than he had ever been before. He didn't have a big cock, nor a small cock. He had a nice unthreatening handful that yearned to be toyed with. He began jerking with a slow-motion that matched the tempo of Katie's finger in his asshole. She began speeding up pumping him with a gentle cadence but staying firm on his g-spot. He could feel her pumping and milking him as he jerked along with her speeding up too, until,

“Ugh, ugh, ohhh fuck. Mmhm, mmhmm, oh my god. I’m your little slut.” Josh squirted jets of hot white cum all over himself as he pushed against Katie’s finger deep in his asshole.

"Yes, you are, my little sissy." She slowly pulled her finger out of Josh and he lay there frozen with his knees up in the air, his softening cock in his hand and jizz all over him, even splattering on his chin. She smiled, she had a lot in store for him, she could already envision him in that position in a pair of high heels and some lace panties, he was going to make a good slut.

She looked at her phone and saw the time, breaking Josh’s ecstatic trance she warned him, “Gotta clean up Josh we’re going to be late for class.”

#

The next few weeks of education were difficult for Josh, at least in terms of his formal college education. He had undergone another education in the secrecy of his room with Katie, all with the end goal in mind of fucking Jason together; they were partners in crime. Sexy, dirty crime.

They had begun going clothes shopping together, Katie would pick out dresses and sexy skirts, bras, and tank tops, and Josh would accompany her to the changing rooms as the ‘boyfriend’, they would act mischievous and take up the same changing cubicle in stores where there wasn’t much care or watchful eyes and he would try on the clothes.

They would take them home, try them on together and Josh would explore his feminine being under the guiding mind of Katie. For her it was a renaissance of her teenage years and she reveled in the nostalgic sensation, transferring her lived experience of becoming a woman through magazines, make-up, hairbrush karaoke sessions, kissing practice and discussions on how to turn boys on, give them what they want and in return, get what they, the girls, want.

Josh had become over the course of a few weeks entirely comfortable in his feminine body and self, they called her Josie. Josie had become dirty, her favorite position was on her knees, her face pressed against the bed with her ass raised high, her ass spread and her clitty (as Katie had taught her it was called) tucked between her legs for milking at the same time as her g-spot was being massaged. She liked to either spread her arms upwards for resting on or to rest on the side of her face like the slut she is and use her hands to reach back and spread her asshole. She loved most to wear a tight dress or miniskirt and have it pulled up over her ass whilst in that position, and to wear bralettes and chokers to complete her slutty feminized look. After class when Katie and Josh closed that bedroom door, they became Katie and Josie.

Katie was training Josie's ass well too, what started with slobbery rimming and slippery fingers turned into buttplugs and dildos of growing size, she even ordered a 12-inch double-ended one online so they could fuck together. Their favourite position was to both be on their backs with pillows propped underneath their heads so they could look in each others filthy slutty eyes lustfully whilst they, engorged the entirety of long rubber phallus so that their bodies were pressed together, each moaning with hole-filled ecstasy as they both pulled out until just the tip either end of the 12-inch cock was in their holes at which point they would again descend on the magnificent rubber pole and bounce against one another. Katie had always been explorative sexually but she had never had a girlfriend to have fun with, not to this degree. "You're my favorite girl ever." She would tell Josie, kissing her on the forehead after a manic session of filthy sex.

One problem remained however, and that was that when the bedroom door opened again, Josie would remain and Josh would return.

"I just don't feel ready for Jason yet," he confided over drinks one night at a bar, "I want a real cock, I want to suck flesh not rubber, I want someone else's spunk in me."

“Well then, we’re going to have to go out on the pull.”

#

The next Friday Katie entered the room with Josh and left it with Josie. She had straightened Josie's Johnny Depp-Esque locks to lengthen them, gave her a sensual red lipstick, heightened the brightness of her green eyes with taste eyeliner and mascara, and put her in an LBD not too dissimilar from Charlotte's that Josh wore the night Jason groped him.

Josie didn’t even give it a second thought when leaving the dorm, she was in her element; they have prepared her for this since her confession, and despite having only a small space in her bedroom to practice in heels, she found herself to be a natural.

They avoided their usual night out destinations, just to avoid any awkward encounters and need for explanations, but they were confident that Josie wouldn't be recognized for Josh, it was a large city and in reality the pool of students they knew from the college were a drop in the ocean of people they would encounter.

After some drinks, they turned to a dance floor and with the aid and encouragement of Katie, they found themselves dancing with guys. Katie would hold Josie's hand and guide her over to attractive men, twirl her under her fingers and present her to them for Josie to grind against. Such is the stereotype of those who are kept from exploration at the appropriate exploring age and later go wild, Josie held no reserve in feeling every cock she could against her ass. She wore nothing but a little pink thong underneath her dress and it barely tucked in her cock, many times through the night it broke free of its confines. In those moments she wished nothing more than to get fucked on the dancefloor with her hard cock dripping precum.

Finally after a whole night of sexual teasing and becoming very much the whore of the club, much to Katie's delight (for she felt in some way Josie was her fantastic creation and she loved to watch her run free), the two settled on a handsome young 20-something who they agree dressed with taste, looked sexy, danced well, and overall wasn't too intimidating. Katie liked control, and Katie especially liked the gentleman who were good in bed but would sit down when she says sit down.  Their catch tonight was 5 foot 11, brunette with an athletic body, strong but not bulky; Josie wanted her first experience of a ‘big boy' as she called it to be Jason.

They took him back to Katie's room and sure enough Katie made him sit at her desk chair, turned around to face Katie and Josie on the bed making out, spitting in each other's mouths, and exploring with their hands; stopping only to glance at their pull whom Katie let know, "It's okay, you can stroke it, we would love it if you played whilst you watched." Once they were sufficiently turned on by each other, they turned to the young man whose name they had earlier discovered to be Josh, they tittered at the irony and in truth was part of the reason they wanted to pull him. Josie fucking Josh, how far she had come from that LBD in Charlotte's room.

His cock was well lubricated with precum and of good size, Josie had no hesitancy on getting to her knees and dribbling the cum-dripping thick rod. She still wore her high heels although Katie had slipped hers off the moment they had got in the door, the tantalizingly feminine essence of their delicate sensual balance were still terrifically alluring to Josie and she felt powerful in them, her clitty was impossible to hide inside a small pink thong by now and Katie pulled up Josie's dress to play with it whilst Josie sucked her first cock.

"Am I a good little slut? Am I doing good?" Josie asked as she gasped for air, almost suffocating herself on the shaft in sheer lustful engulfment. The boy was speechless with the night he was receiving, but that was okay, it was Katie who Josie wanted an answer from, and she did answer,

"Oh yes, you are. Look at you choking on that cock. You're such a good little girl, gag on it, there you go." Katie had grabbed Josie by the hair and was pushing her down on the cock so that it was deep in her throat, she held her there until she suspected Katie was gasping for breath and pulled her head up. "Good girl, and not a single bite of teeth, you opened your mouth wide. Look, you're dripping, you're gagging, you're so desperate, I've made such a little slut of you. No, you’ve made such a little slut of you."

Josie turned to Katie with precum and spit dripping down her chin and looked into her eyes with the most wanting lust, her eyes were wide with affection and her mouth was parted with need, her asshole ached to be used.

“Can he-?”

Katie cut Josie off before she could finish the question.

“Fuck your ass? Of course, you’ve done a good job, don’t you think Joshua?”

The boy nodded in response, he could hardly believe the night he was having, his cock was twitching and he didn’t know how long he would last, but he suspected not long.

“On the chair?” Katie asked Josie.

“Mmhmm.” She moaned.

She stood up and lifted her dress over her ass, just how she liked to, it made her feel like a dirty little slut having a quickie in a naughty situation.

"Come here, sweetie," Katie said and with Josie standing on her heels delicately with her dress lifted, Katie turned her around and spread her ass cheeks. "You've lubed up his cock but how about your tight hole, huh?" She spread her wide and spat on her asshole before diving in with her face and burying her tongue as deep as she could go, she had trained Josie well and with a bit of spit and tongue-play, she had two fingers in her and was fucking her ass whilst reaching around and playing with her clitty. "Okay, I think you're ready. Excited?"

“Yes!” Josie could not contain her smile and she turned around and spread her asscheeks, feeling delicately to play the tip of the boys cock on her gaped asshole before sitting down on it with the sort of moan that indicates the release of a lifetime of sexual tension; finally, cock.

She took it all, she was well trained. She began bouncing with a steady rhythm, skillfully balanced on the toes of her high heels, never before had she felt like such a woman. Such a slut. Such a whore. So empowered by that fact.

"Fuck don't stop bouncing, don't stop fucking me." Joshua was in ecstasy at having pulled two real filthy whores. Katie had got one of her favorite dildos with a flat bottom and placed it on the floor in front of Josie, it was her 8-incher she was so incredibly turned on and her pussy was dripping wetness and gaping for fulfilment. She stripped off to her full nude self and started bouncing on it right in front of Josie, groping her tits and looking into Josie's eyes, telling her what a good slut she was, how fucking turned on she was, how much cock she was taking whilst watching Josie ride cock. She bounced and bounced, groping herself and playing with her clit, she was swallowing the whole 8-inches in her pussy. Josie was not so much moaning, whimpering with absolute heavenly pleasure. She had found her g-spot with Joshua's cock and was no longer bouncing on it but rocking back and forth with a ferocity, she had never felt such an electric vibration rush through her body and into her brain, her whole body pulsated with the rhythm of their connection and within moments of this new motion she had her head thrown back and was screeching,

“I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cum, oh my god, I’m gonna cum. Fuck, fuck I’m such a slut, I’m gonna cum, fuck”

Katie was in awe and was so close to cumming too as she rode the giant dildo. Joshua's cock was pulsating with a waiting explosion too that came as Josie stopped the rocking motion and one last time lifted herself so the tip of Joshua's cock was just at the entrance to her gaping home and sat down on it with whorish force, she let out one incredible moan as hot white cum shot out of her cock without it even needing to be touched. Joshua groaned and grunted as he exploded a load into Josie's tight asshole, he wrapped his arms around Josie and held her tightly to him and the two connected g-spot to cock as closely as they could for as long as they spasmed and twitched in their orgasms. Josie felt an unusual closeness, a safety, and a connection she had never felt from sex before. Even though it had been filthy and dirty, to be held in such a way whilst being penetrated and orgasming, it was a vulnerable experience and she felt safe and adored.

The whole time they were embraced in orgasm, Katie too was trembling on her dildo with her eyes closed she rested on the palms of her hand in an all-fours position with the rubber cock deep inside her, she had to collapse her head onto the thigh of Josie, the three were in deep sexual bliss, Katie's bedroom had become a sex den and they were more than high on their own supply.

#

“So tonight? You’re ready?” Katie asked Josh.

“Yes! More than ready. Only, what if he-”

"He will, trust me, guys are easy. Besides, who wouldn't want to fuck Josie? Little slut." The pair laughed and Katie pushed Josh out of her bedroom door, "Go, go change. I don't want to see Josh again tonight. Blossom, my dear Josie!" They shared a giggle and Josh went to his room to transform.

They had a plan, it wasn't much of one, but then one wasn't needed. It was simple: Josie would be waiting, lubed up and ready, on all fours how she liked it, looking like a million bucks. However this time, Katie had some bed ties, she wanted to tie the wrists of Josie to the bed so that she was a little sissy slut to be used; Josie loved the idea. So Katie would tie Josie up, go knock on Jason's door and simply say, ‘I have a present for you.' And guide him to his gift, no man would refuse.

And sure enough, he didn’t.

"Here you go," Katie said to Jason as though it was the most normal situation. Jason looked utterly perplexed, even with a gift as delicious as this one would be cautious of a trap, it was too good to be true. Fortunately for him though, he had landed the sluttiest girl of the dorm, and he didn't even have to work for it. "All yours Jason," Katie turned towards the door, she wasn't taking part in this one, this was Josie's, "oh and, she loves her hair pulled." She turned her head and winked as she left the room.

“Is she for real?” Jason asked.

"Yes daddy." Replied Josie. This made Jason's cock jumpstart with a hunger for dominance, and here was his take.

“You are one fucking slut.”

"Yes daddy." Was again Josie's reply. She had her ass in the air, her thighs beautiful elongated by her knee-high socks that gave the illusion of longer legs. She was wearing a pleated school girls skirt when worn in such a way, was more of a decorative belt. Her underwear was a black lace thing, picked precisely because it was tight enough at the front to tuck her clitty in, but easy to pull aside at the back. Her torso wore a button-up shirt that had been tied to be a crop top Britney Spears style circa-2000. Her face was laying on its cheek on the bed and her wrists were tied together above it, and then tied tightly to the bed. Her only movement was in her legs and ass which was all she needed to position herself for fucking.

Jason sat on the bed and began to place his large hands over Josie’s ass, he groped and squeezed each cheek, receiving soft wanting moans from Josie, before lifting one hand to give a hard spank, receiving an, “Oh my god, yes.” Spoken through gritted teeth of painful pleasure. Katie had spanked Josie like that, but never so hard. She felt so alive. She felt so vulnerable, this is what she wanted, she wanted to feel like a vulnerable little slut to be used by a big strong alpha male, and here he was.

"Use me, Jason, please. Use me, spank me, slap me, pull my hair, fuck me, use me."

"Oh, you are such a slut." He spread her ass cheeks and looked at Josie's winking asshole, opening and closing for him, he spat in it and put his large thumb in her. He played with her asshole and spanked her as she moaned for a while until he got up and fully undressed. He stood there in Josie's room in with bulging athleticism. He had a strong vein running from his pumped bicep down his forearm, the sign of a man. His chest was full and his core was thick and tight. His cock though, his cock was magnificent. It was about 7 inches in length, or more easy to envision - about both hands on the shaft and the tip in the mouth for Josie, the perfect length for stroking and plenty to push back against. It was thick, but not threateningly, Josie felt confident her asshole could just about take it. She was in awe, her asshole throbbed to be filled.

Jason stepped towards the bed and looked down at Josie, her face pressed against the bed and her ass high. His cock was pumping with blood as he slowly stroked it, teasing the desperate slut on the bed.

"Feel it." Was his order as he leaned over to untie the ribbons that wound around Josie's wrist from the bedposts, now using them as a leash he guided her hands with a rough and demanding tug to his thick cock. She wrapped her hands around it and started stroking.

“It’s so big, daddy.” She whimpered, looking up submissively. She looked back down, then back up again, asking, “May I?” and sticking her tongue up.

“You may, slut.”

Josie started to lick the thick cock with a more subdued desire than the ferocious gagging of her first, this one required better attention. She held it between her two now rather effeminate seeming hands and licked it like a lollipop, making sure to cover every bit of it whilst simultaneously offering small pumped and jerks with her hand.

"Mmm, good girl. Now open wide." She did, she opened as wide as she could and let go of the cock. Jason grabbed her by her hair and held her head still as he guided his cock in her mouth until it hit the back of her throat, from there he began to face fuck her, throwing his head back in delight he thrust in and out of her wide open wet and slutty mouth. Josie stayed still throughout it, until he withdrew his cock and place his thumb in her mouth, pulling her by the chin upwards so her gaze met his. "You want to be fucked?"

“Mmhmm.”

“Beg.”

“Yes daddy, please fuck, I’m your little slut, use me.”

“Turn around.”

She did, Jason stood standing and Josie turned around on to all four on the bed, she dropped her torso and head and put her still tied wrists above it. There was lube on the bedside table, Katie thought it may be needed, a thoughtful touch.

Jason spanked her again, before taking the bottle of lube, pouring off the slippery silky liquid all over her asshole and sliding one, then two, then three fingers in. Josie was so horny she was certain he could have fisted her if he wanted, she was gaping for his cock.

Once Brad was content she was sufficiently lubricated he placed a hand on each asscheek, put his tip to touch her asshole and slowly slid his long thick shaft in.

“Ugh, ugggggggh.” He grunted with deep masculinity, contrasting Josie’s,

"Mmph, mmmmmmm." A high-pitched moaning release. "Fuck me, daddy, hard."

He grabbed her hair with one hand and bundled her pleated skirt in his other and began fucking her in a way that Katie never could with her dildos. Josie's whole body was moving with him, he was pushing her and pulling her in accordance with his movements and was using her body as a cum dump. Josie felt incredible, she was a slutty sexual object, a feminine prowess of desire and lustful want so much so that he wanted to claim her body. He spanked released her hair and just held on by the skirt and spanked her hard repetitively with his other hand as he fucked her.

“Yes, fuck me, spank me, fuck me. Call me a slut, tell me I’m a pretty slut.” Josie knew what she wanted, she knew what she wanted to hear, she knew she was longing to be a pretty little girly slut, and Jason was her means of feeling like one. Only the best girls got to fuck the football team, and here she was.

“You’re a pretty little dirty fucking slut. Mmmm, your asshole is so tight, you like that? You like being spanked and grabbed?”

“Yes, yes, yes.”

Jason and Josie's body's were thumping together with a slap, he grabbed her with both hands by the waist and began to slam them together with hard, purposeful pumps in what started with a slow-motion and grew faster and faster, until,

“Fuck me, I’m gonna cum.”

“Cum in me.”

“Ugggh, fuck. Mmmmm, fucking hell I’m still cumming.” He had stopped moving entirely, stood rooted to the spot at the end of the bed with his eyes closed, chin raised and mouth slightly parted as Josie bounced up and down his big lubricated cock.

"Fucking." She bounced down to the base, then slide back up. "Cum." She bounced down again and back to the tip. "In. My. Fucking. Ass." She was speaking through gritted teeth, she wanted his cum so bad and she could feel him pulsating, throbbing and exploding his jizz deep into her, she pumped and pumped as he came and felt herself orgasm in her lace thong, her thick white cum filling it and seeping through the lace gaps. She came up one last time and his cock slipped out with a splutter, as Josie released air out of her asshole with a generous dripping off cum down her taint.

“Oh my god.” Was all she could say as she flopped onto the bed. “That was amazing.”

#


Girl of the Office
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Cameron pulled up and snapped into the place the suspenders he had been given as part of his punishment.

“I can’t believe you’re doing this.” Laughed his flatmate in disbelief. She was standing in the doorway of his bedroom watching him put on her office wear, and whilst Cameron had a small stature at 5’7”, Jessie was smaller, meaning the black pencil skirt failed to cover the top of the suspenders.

“Can you really not let me borrow some tights? These are ridiculous, I look like-”

“A slut?”

“Oh, piss off.”

“Look, I’m not paid for another two weeks and I’m low on cash. Last thing I need is you putting ladders in my tights or stretching them, I have some important interviews coming up. Just buy some.”

“Just buy some? You mean getting out of my car and going into a shop dressed like a-”

“Slut.”

Cameron ignored her this time, “Like a drag queen, and being seen buying tights, clearly for myself? At least in normal clothes I could say they’re for my girlfriend.”

“You could, but that’d be a lie too. When did you last get laid, Cameron?" She grinned, waiting for his comeback. The two had lived together for over a year now and had become good friends.

“It’s been a while, still haven’t been desperate enough to come knock on your door though.” He threw back.

“There we go.”

Cameron tucked in his white button-up blouse to the pencil skirt and bent and contorted to try and see the back. "How does it look? Is it okay?"

“I can’t believe we’re doing this.”

“Just tell me if it’s a mess, if I’m going to do this, I’m going to do this right.” He looked to Jessie with a hint of despair, he really seemed to want to get this right.

“I can’t believe you’re actually putting this much effort in, are you sure you’re not trying to fuck the office?”

“Look, if this is how they initiate new guys into the firm, then fucked if I care. If I can give the boys a cheap laugh for the week and in 5 years be on 350k a year like them, so be it, it’s just a little hazing.”

“Whatever. Look, do it like this.” She showed him how to view the back of the skirt in the mirror, rather than hopelessly trying to turn his neck in an impossible manner like an owl she popped her hip out to one side and pushed her ass back slightly as she turned her neck. “See, see how I can see more of my ass?”

“And then some more as well, in those shorts.”

“Oh, shut up you perv.” She threw a cushion at him from the bed and they laughed. "Just try it." Cameron turned his back to the mirror and popped a hip to one side, pushed his but back, and even elevated one foot onto its tiptoe as he twisted to see how he looked from behind. "There we go! Yes, girl! Look you even pointed the toes. You’re a natural, you sure you haven’t done this before? I should go check my wardrobe to make sure nothing’s been stolen.”

“Who would want your wardrobe?” Cameron threw back with jest, walking into the hallway and returning with a pair of high heels.

“Well I'll just take my shoes back then Mister, or should I say, Miss? I can't believe they even fit you, you have such small feet! And you know what they say about men with small feet?" Cameron blushed, and Jessie bit her lip with a smile, he had never taken well to penis size jokes and she suspected he didn’t have a big one, but she always wanted to see regardless.

“Well, I’m off to work.” He stood up in his heels with a wobble. “Just gotta make it to the car first.”

“Have fun! You’ll get used to it. See you later, Cameron, or Cara, or Cammie perhaps?”

“Cameron. Bye Jessie.”

“Seeya.” He took a long overcoat off the hook to cover the majority of his outfit and left out the back of the building to where he had strategically parked his car by the door.

#

Cameron parked his car around the back of the office structures to avoid being seen going through the front entrance. He had been given his key card last week and didn't have to rely on the front reception desk anymore. He pulled down the mirror above the driving wheel and played with the deep red lipstick he had stolen from Jessie, but pouting in at his reflection thought to himself that perhaps he was overdoing it. He wanted to be a good sport for his haze, not seem like he was enjoying it. So, putting his heels back on (he had discovered that driving in them would be a bit of a learning curve), he wobbled his way into the back entrance.

He stood outside the door to the offices, there were nine of them in total handling this part of the firm. It was the floor of the high rollers, the ballers, the football team players, the big boys, he was quite shocked that he was even accepted for the role. He pulled down the pencil skirt, lamenting his decision to not organize the outfit sooner so he had time to buy tights, there was an inch of skin showing between the skirt and the suspenders. To add to the issue, the top two bottoms of his blouse wouldn’t stay buttoned. He took a deep breath and steadied his mind, it’s just a haze, every guy in there has done this, it’s an initiation, just roll with it, and scanning his key card into the office he stepped.

Straight away leather-backed desk chairs spun to reveal the grins of well-groomed, expensive suit-wearing men of business, idly clicking their luxury platinum-coated pens, or shaking their heads in satisfied disbelief.

"Wew-ee, new boy did it." Was the call of one, Cameron recognized him to be Dom, he had met him on his introductory day.

“New girl, Dom, new girl.” Came the correction of another from the back.

One suited guy got up and walked over to Cameron, he towered over him standing at just over six foot, he smelt of a deep yet light cologne that was best described to be aqua blue with hints of citrus yellow. He held out a hand to Cameron, who took it, feeling small and weak in the grip of such a firm hand, “I’m Bradley, don’t mind them, it’s just goofing around. Your computer’s over there,” he pointed towards the back-right side of the room, “make yourself comfy, settle in. The IT guys have left a document explaining what we need you to do on the system to set up your profile.”

"Okay, thank you." Cameron didn't know what else to say. As if a new job at a big firm wasn't nerve-racking enough, he now had to walk past all his co-workers whilst dressed like an interstate prostitute attempting to look classy. He walked across the room giving attempted smiles and nods to his new colleagues as they whooped, cheered and wolf-whistled.

"Nice to finally have a piece of ass around here!"

“Look at her go!”

“See you in the break-room, honey.”

Cameron couldn’t help but laugh with them, even if he felt ridiculous. What a first day at a new job.

#

The rest of Cameron's first day at the firm went without incident, for the most part. There was, of course, the stream of mock sexualization and objectification, but in all honesty, he didn't not enjoy it. It was kind of fun to strut about in his pencil skirt and blouse that kept unbuttoning, he had never experienced eyes like that on him before, even if it was all in jest. He kind of wished that he was really wearing women’s underwear too, and not his tight boxer briefs underneath the skirt, so whilst on the drive home he fabricated a tale for Jessie.

“I need a pair of girls underwear.”

“You’re kidding?”

“Nope, turns out I’m not the only new boy in the office and there’s been some fun and games going on. Anyway, he lost a forfeit and now I choose his underwear tomorrow.”

“What kind of business is this?”

“It’s just hazing, it’s a big part of male corporate culture. It builds trust.”

“Boys are fucking weird.”

“Look, you’re telling me. I’m just playing along with the game, and who knows, soon I’ll be landing contracts that make this all worth it. But for now, please can I borrow your underwear?”

“Ugh, fine.” She left for her room and came back with a pair of silky-smooth beige underwear. “I never wear these, and I definitely don’t want them back.”

Cameron felt them between his fingers. They were so smooth and soft; he felt a slight giddiness inside thinking about how his cock would feel tucked away inside of them. His relish in the opportunity to explore women's underwear was showing on his face when he said thank you, and Jessie had a suspicion that his tale was a tall one, but she let it go, for now.

#

Tuesday was a little different from Monday, except that in the morning Cameron shimmied down his boxer briefs whilst sat in his car in the car park behind his workplace and slid on the silky beige panties. He hadn't thought about it at the time, but given the contrasting color to his black suspenders and pencil skirt, his panties will be extremely obvious if anything slips, and the excitement of wearing them was being riddled slightly by the anxiety of them being seen, he hadn't thought as far.

He considered removing them, but whilst sat in the car thinking about the risk versus reward, he could feel the tingling of his cock in excitement to be tucked away in girly panties and a slight wedgie sliding into his ass that tickled him in a stimulating way. It all made him take a breath and he couldn’t resist a slight grind and thrust of the hips. This feel… new, I feel naughty, he thought. He decided to keep them on, but he would be sure to keep his legs closed at the desk and not let his skirt ride up.

Walking in he was surprised to find the office empty so he made straight headway for the lunch lounge and kitchen area to make a coffee. He checked there were beans in the machine and hit the grind button, he put his cup underneath the machine nozzle and pushed the button for a double espresso, as he did so the lounge door opened and Big Dog entered, that wasn’t his real name of course, but in an office full of lads nicknames are common. His real name’s Joe Perez, he had a Mexican heritage and had got to where he is driven off immigrant mentality, but with exception to a slightly tanned skin and beautiful exotic features from his Mexican mother, he had little Mexican remaining off him, he had temporarily traded in his culture for the culture of winning and taking what he wanted was what got him off. One day he planned to take it all, leave the boys at the firm pocketless and wondering what the fuck happened, and returning to the neighborhood he grew up in and sharing out the wealth.

“Cammie! How’s our office slut doing?”

“I’m good. Where is everyone?”

"Did no one tell you? We do breakfast on Tuesdays, little chance to stay at home an extra hour, have a good feed, come in at 10 instead of 9. Keep's the wife's happy, little midweek rendezvous. Perks of being one of the big boys, you get to make rules.”

“I see. Hey, can you help me with this? Does your coffee machine always have issues?” No liquid was coming out into Cameron’s cup despite the beans having been ground.

“Yeah, just reach around the back where the water tank attaches, it gets loose and it won’t feed any water through.”

Cameron reached to the back of the coffee machine but could not find where Joe 'Big Dog' was referring too. He completely forgot what he had told himself in the morning in the process, and from the tiptoes on business heels, Joe's eyes rode the legs of Cameron up to the silky beige panties that peeped out underneath his pencil skirt. Cameron was trying to find the water pipe at the back of the coffee machine when he felt a hand slide against the area between his asshole and his tucked away cock.

“Well well, going the extra mile, huh?” Cameron was stuck in shock. He tip-toed further, his stomach came alive with butterflies, he dropped his chin and closed his eyes. “Don’t let me distract the office slut, keep making that coffee machine work, I could do with a cup too.”

“Y-yes, Joe.”

“That’s a good girl.”

Cameron didn’t know what to think. Should he stop this from happening? Was this part of the hazing? Were the rest of the boys going to pop out from behind the furniture and laugh? All he really knew is that, really, it felt really good. He pushed himself back against Joe’s hand and continued to half-heartedly without concentration fiddle with the water pipe at the back of the coffee machine, his chin still dropped, and eyes closed. He heard a zip being undone and felt a hand come to his waist, it gripped and held him in place as a large hard rod slid between his skinny womanly legs.

Cameron let out the most feminine moan he’s ever made as Joe started sliding his big cock against the silk panties.

"Don't stop fixing the coffee machine," Joe ordered him, half in jest, half-serious, as though he wanted a cup after the act.

Cameron leaned over it again fiddling with the pipes, a small trickle of coffee dripped into the mug as Cameron grunted behind Cameron, his hand reaching around now and twisting and playing with his nipples, sliding easily through the exposed unbuttoned blouse. Cameron arched his back in a way he never had before, he felt so sexy, he felt so objectified, so used, he felt amazing. He moaned like a girl and felt the large 6-foot mans' strong thrust smack against him as he ground his cock against his panties, he understood now where the nickname 'Big Dog' came from, it was huge.

Joe order Cameron to close his legs a little, so he did. He felt the wet precum on his thighs lubricate the powerful thrusts. He fiddled still with the coffee machine without concentration, full focus on the sensation of his nipples and the cock between his legs, until finally he felt a click in his hands and the coffee machine began sputtering and pouring out coffee into the mug, as the same time behind him he heard a grunting of pure release and satisfaction, and he felt a slowing of the thrusts into one, two, three, final big jolts of electric pleasure. Cameron moaned with it and stayed bent over the counter in pleasured shock as Cameron zipped up his trousers.

“Are you going to clean that up, office slut?”

Cameron didn’t know what Joe meant until he looked down, Joe had shot a large load all over the edge of the kitchen counter. Cameron had never tasted cum before but the desire to feel like a naughty slut overcame and he bent down onto his knees closed his eyes, opened his mouth and licked and slurped the cum up.

“And swallow?”

“Uh-huh.” He turned around and opened his mouth with his tongue out, showing no cum.

“Good girl. I’m going to take this, I’m sure you can make another as you sort yourself out.” Joe took the coffee that was made and returned to the offices.

Cameron leaned back against the kitchen counter and outstretched his legs, confused and excited and exhausted. He looked down at his body and realized his little cock was peeking out of the silk underwear twitching and dripping pre-cum, he pulled the skirt back down over, just in case someone came in.

Cameron took a big breath and assessed the situation. He was in the kitchen lounge of his new workplace, in women’s clothing, with a hard cock and dripping precum, the taste of cum in his mouth, precum soaked thighs and silky panties, and he fucking loved it. His asshole throbbed with want and his brain was electrified with passionate lustful pleasure.

He smiled to himself. Well if that’s the norm here, I guess I can get used to it. His twitching cock had subsided enough to tucked back into his panties, so he got up wiped the precum off his thighs (cleaning it off his fingers with his mouth), made a coffee and went into the workroom, where Joe was on the phone.

“Yep, no, yeah I’ll let him know too. Yeah, office slut turned up at 9, thought you were going to tell him? Oh yeah, we had a good morning. Okay, yeah will let him know to see you boy's tomorrow.” He hung up the phone and swung around to face Cameron, who’s entrance to the room was known through the sound of the closing door. “You’re off.”

“Huh?”

“Off for the day, the boys had a brunch and ended up slacking off and they’ve gone to go do, hell, I don’t know what the fuck they’re doing. Not an uncommon occurrence, but since Bradley was going to set you up with a few of his past folders and sales to show you how it’s down around here, he said to just let you take the day.” Cameron nodded, he thought it humorously strange how they were chatting as if the kitchen did not just happen, but he guessed that’s just how things are, I mean we fuck, we release, we move on, right? Cameron got his car keys and phone from his desk and said bye to Joe.

“See you, Cameron, go get your nails done or something." He laughed to himself but did not look up from his computer, Cameron smiled and left for his car.

#

He sat in the car with the above steering wheel visor down looking at himself in the mirror, the top two buttons of his blouse were undone, and his face was flushed. A stirring concoction of lust for adventure in unexplored territory and nervous uncertainty stirred within him, he had never even played with his asshole before, and here he was in his heels, stockings, skirt, and panties wanting to arch his back, be bent over, grabbed, spanked and taken. He eyed the stolen lipstick in the dash compartment and took it in his fingers, delicately he popped the cap off and examined the deep red. Images conjured of Marilyn Monroe, deep powerful lips in commercials, kiss marks left on the neck, powerful feminine sexuality captured in a twist stick. He pouted and brought it to his lips, keeping eye contact with himself. The red rubber caressed his lips and as he slid it across leaving a trail of rouge his little cock steadily grew until popping out of his panties again, twitching with eagerness. He puckered and enjoyed the mirror’s reflection before bringing the small cylindrical lipstick to his lips, placing the tip on them and slowly and delicately sliding it in, back and forth. Never before had he wanted something in him so bad, anything, preferably an alive and throbbing cock. He moistened the stick of lipstick before taking it down to between his legs, he slid the panties aside and teased and tickled in a circular motion his wanting asshole, before sliding it in and moaning as he jerked his little cock with precum soaking his hand. He bounced gently up and down on the lipstick holding it in place whilst thrusting his cock. It didn’t take long to reach climax after the excitement of the morning, he had been rearing to cum since Joe bent him over the counter and with a powerful release he slid down on the lipstick and took it all before thrusting back up and shooting cum all over his skirt and blouse, whilst simultaneously pushing the lipstick out of his asshole with the most satisfying of exit.

Senses came back to him, he immediately looking around the carpark. No one, good, that was a risky move, but it felt so good. The lipstick lay between his thighs and he left it there whilst he drove home, his panties still pulled to one side and cum still over his clothes.

#

Jessie wasn’t in when Cameron got home, fortunately for him. He had planned to sneak into the door, run to his bedroom, take the cum soaked clothes off, wipe away the lipstick, and hit the shower. But he did not need panic, instead, he leisurely and with as much sex appeal as he could, slowly peeled off the clothing and strip teased for himself in the mirror. Admiring his body as he did so. He supposed he did make a great girl, he was always hairless, his hips were fairly pronounced, and he was slender. He admired himself for a bit, including bending over the bend and seeing how he looked from behind like a slut, before throwing the clothing in the wash. Jessie texted saying she wouldn't be home until late, so that gave him time to dry them ready for tomorrow. It also gave him time to sneak into Jessie’s room and steal a black lace pair of lingerie, she won’t notice, I’ll have them back before she knows. After all, he can't be seen wearing the same panties two days in a row.

#

Wednesday began the same as the previous two days, Cameron parked up, slipped his panties on and entered the office. The only difference from Tuesday being that all the lads were there.

“Weeey, there she is.” Were the cries, and Cameron did a mock curtsy and took his space at his desk. Brad came over and gave him some folders, briefly going over them for Cameron’s understanding. He asked Cameron to input all the data, a task Brad had put off doing as he wanted to use it as an introductory lesson.

The day went off without much excitement, perhaps it was knowing that Cameron had genuine work to do, and that Brad was a well-respected top dog, and no one wanted to delay the work that he had Cameron doing. There were the usual moments, the mock harassment and a few jitters on his high heels, but for the most part, Cameron was one of the lads for the day. However, when it got near to 5 pm everybody started clearing out, except for Brad that is as he wanted to go over Cameron's work with him to ensure everything was done correctly; there was no room for mistakes in this line of work, many clients could get angry, and whilst it was somewhat of a week of hazing for Cameron, the work had to be done.

So, once the office had cleared Cameron loaded up the spreadsheets and files and Brad had a look at them. He complimented Cameron and gave him a well done, even jokingly called him a ‘handy little office slut’. He told Cameron to close down the computer and he did.

Just as Cameron was readying to leave the office though, Brad called him over to his desk.

“Take a seat.” Cameron went to grab the nearest chair. “No, on the floor, on your knees.” A flutter of excitement rushed through Cameron, was this really going to happen?

“Joe told me you had an extra set of skills you didn't put on your resume." Cameron smiled and bit his lip.

“Mm-hmm.”

“Why don’t you show me what these skills are? He wasn’t too specific.”

“Yes, Brad.”

“Sir.”

“Yes, sir.”

Cameron crawled towards Brad with his tight pencil skirt encased ass held as high as he could to pronounce a sense of curvaceous figure. He placed his hands just above Brad’s seated knees and ran his hands up his thighs, following with his mouth placing light kisses until his lips reached his bulge.

"How are you enjoying your week as an office slut?"

“Good, sir.”

“Teaches you your place in the office, that’s how we do it around here.”

“Mmhmm.” Comments like that made Brad unsure if he was supposed to be enjoying what he was doing, perhaps they thought he was pretending for the sake of them, but what difference did he make? He was an office slut, and he loved it.

“He unbuckled and unzipped Brad and whipped a thick cock out of his underwear. It wasn’t as long as Joe's, but it was girthy, a handful to hold onto, could pack a punch when slapped across a sluts face; and that's exactly what Cameron did, he slapped the stocky cock against his cheeks and reveled in the sensation of pure masculinity spanking him. Cameron had often looked down at his little cock whilst masturbating and thought to himself, 'I wonder what it's like to look down and have a humongous masculine cock in my hands?' Well, now he knew.

He placed it in his mouth, and as best as he could, given that it was his first time, started sucking and slurping, jerking and jacking. It grew hard, quickly. It was the most incredible sensation to Cameron to have the thick floppy penis grow and stiffen in his hand and mouth. He spat on it and started moaning with every suck, he pushed his ass up in the air and started imitating the motion of being fucked from behind whilst taking Brad.

“Fuck me, Joe was right. You are a fucking slut.”

“Mmhmm.” Was the muffled noise that came from Cameron’s cock filled mouth. Brad sunk down into his office chair and threw his head back.

“You’re going to do well he- oh, fuck yes. Fucking hell, you little cock whore right there.”

Cameron had started massaging Brad's balls as his head bobbed up and down and his tongue moved around the thick shaft of the cock. He stopped for a moment, releasing his grip of the balls and the bob of the head, taking a breath before plunging and taking the whole cock, his mouth wide open it hit the back of his throat and he gripped the balls with a massage again. Brad looked down in pleased shock, Cameron looked up to meet Brad’s eyes and slowly removed the thick member from his mouth and gasped for air as he blew spit bubbles and they dropped down his chin.

“I want you to cum for me.” He started jerking Brad’s cock faster and faster, it had grown bigger than before and was rushing with blood, Brad was thrusting against Cameron’s jerks until an impressive jet of cum shot all over Cameron’s face who with a pleased and proud smile went down on the cock again to catch any cum still to come, whilst Brad shivered with ecstasy.

Cameron sucked until Brad was floppy again, making sure to clean the cock. He got up, grabbed his keys from his desk, and looked over his shoulder as he left with a softly spoken “See you tomorrow, brad.”

Fuck me, I make one hell of a chick. He thought.

#

Thursday came about much the same Wednesday did, except this time it was a pair of pink lace panties that Cameron had stolen from Jessie; he wanted to be more effeminate today and show the boys he meant business. He also, whilst sat in the car in the morning, decided to apply the deep rouge lipstick to his lips, it had been sat in the car ever since he had moistened it with his saliva and fucked his ass, he gave it a lick just to feel naughty and dirty to start the day.

He entered the office to the usual cheers and whoops, and some extra compliments son going the extra mile with the lipstick. Brad and Joe both smiled to themselves, across the room, Cameron noticed and suspected that only those two knew what was going on behind the scenes.

The day went without an unusual happening, there were pinches and slaps on the ass from Joe and Brad in the lunchroom when they caught a moment alone, and they caught a lot of moments alone. Using ‘coffee breaks’ to run over some things Cameron to lift his pencil skirt and spank his ass, talk dirty to him and receive brief and dangerous and risky sucking of cocks, for they could be easily caught.

Cameron worked quietly and with purpose, Brad had implicated subtly that a good cocksucker doesn’t make a good employee, and had handed him for folders for data entry, he wanted by the end of the week everything input so they could move on to analysis the following, and that was more or less how the day went.

Jessie wasn’t home that evening either, though Cameron was so tired he didn’t initiate much self-exploration, although he did have the opportunity for the first time to stay in his office slut attire at home and took the chance to watch movies on the sofa and feeling at home in his attire.

Undressing for bed he realized how little use his pink lace panties got given and decided to also wear them the next day.

#

He awoke with excitement and with the suspicion that his final day as office slut would be a spectacular one.

He was right, although the day itself was tremendously dull, the dullest yet, there was so much work to get done before the weekend; it seemed this office technique was to slack during the week and put in hard hours on Friday to catch up.

However, when the day ended the office started filtering out, some asked if Brad and Joe were going to join for drinks but they said they couldn't, they had to review office sluts performance for the week to see if she could have the placement for definite.

“Good luck slut!” Were the goodbyes for the weekend towards Cameron from the office.

"Join us in the breakroom, Cam," Joe told Cameron.

Cameron entered to find the duo talking and laughing next to each other on the couch, they turned their heads when he entered. “There she is.” Said Joe.

“What do you think, do you think she has the job?” Replied Brad.

“I don’t know Brad, she’s proven she can take on your workload, what about the mind? Think she can take on two workloads at once?" The duo laughed, and Brad unzipped his trousers. It was a good thing that Cameron had thrown away all masculinity already, because he skipped on the spot with giddy excitement.

“What a cock hungry whore, ay?” Said Joe turning to Brad.

Cameron got on his sissy knees with vigorous excitement and started licking Brad’s hardening cock like a dog, he wanted to prove himself a usable whore.

“Mm, she loves that. What about mine?” Joe whipped out his cock, already semi-hard from watching Cameron lick Brad. Cameron moved over to slather his tongue on Joe whilst still Jerking off Brad, there was no way he would leave one un-serviced. He engorged his mouth with testicles and spit dribbled down his chin and he serviced tips until Brad playfully said,

“Come on cockwhore, I’ve gotta get home at some point.” Cameron understood.

So, there he was with two broad-shouldered masculine go-getting men with their thick hard cocks out, delightful. What else was there to do? Well, after the sucking, slurping, and jerking that caused hunger in Cameron's asshole he turned around and reached back for Brad's cock that was still slippery and wet from spit, and starting tickly his boy-pussy with it. It felt incredible to be balanced in high heels tickling his asshole with a fat cock.

“You dirty fucking slut.” Was Brad’s response, spanking hard his asscheek and reaching to grab Cameron’s hair and pull his head back. Cameron had never been treated so rough and he felt alive, he sat down and swallowed the entirety of the cock and let out the most cock-pulsating moan to ever leave his mouth. He looked over his left shoulder to see Joe wanking his cock with lust.

Brad put his hands on each asscheek and starting aiding Cameron’s bouncing. His pencil skirt was pulled up high and was more of a belt and his dripping clitty was seeping pre-cum out of the pink laced panties. The cock felt so good inside Cameron, his asshole was soaked with precum and spit and every singly thumping push downwards to gobble the cock pumped precum out his clitty.

He looked over his shoulder again and saw Joe wanking, he wanted both cocks. So, he sat down deep on Brad and turned his body until his feet were on top of the couch and he was squatting on Brad's cock and told Joe to come closer. He started sucking and jerking joe whilst bouncing on Brad. Never before had he thought he would be the slutty girl to make penises hard, neither did he think they would feel so good inside his gaping hungry holes, if he knew then he would’ve become a whore sooner.

No sooner than he had started jerking and spitting on Joe's cock, Joe grunted: "Fuck, I'm going to cum." The image was too much for him, never had they had an office slut so capable, so sexy, who made such a good girl, and what was happening was the fantasies of pornography come to life.

“Come for me daddy, cum all over me.” Cameron angle Joe’s cock slightly towards him as he bounced on Brad and jerked faster and harder until,

“Ugh, uuuuugh, fucking hell.” Joe shot hot warm spunk all over Cameron’s office slut outfit, the sight of it making Cameron extremely proud, so happy with his becoming a girl.

“Fuck, me too.” Moaned Brad overcome by it all.

“Yes, yes Daddy, yes.” Cameron threw his head dead and balanced with his hands and bounced deep and fast until,

“Oh my god, my god, fucking hell you fucking slut yes right there.” He pulled Cameron down to swallow it all down to the very base and rocketed hot cum deep into his asshole.

“Uh, uh, uh, yes, yes, yes.” Was all Cameron could muster, the cock was pulsating and throbbing, exploding inside. “Yes, uuuuuuuuh, fucking fuck me.”

He sat there exhausted with the cock in his ass, until Brad slid it out slapped his ass cheek and said, “Well I think it’s safe to say you can have the job, induction week went well. Don’t you think Joe.”

"I think so too." Was Joe's faint reply, exhausted and leaned back on the sofa.

#

Thrilled with his final day though still wanting to cum he decided he wanted to explore some more, he went into Jessie’s wardrobe to find a naughty number. He came across a pleated tartan schoolgirl skirt, if this fits her, it will be so mini on me, he thought. And it was, he took it back to his bedroom and wearing it with his white blouse he felt like a naughty little minx.

He bent over in the mirror, oh my god I look amazing. And he did, an amazing little sissy slut, slender and hairless, small cocked and tight. He wanted to grind and serve, be told what a good girl he was and submit. He lifted his skirt and started playing with his clitty when,

“Oh my god, Cameron.” Cameron turned around shocked, tucked his cock away and covered it with his schoolgirl skirt.

“Fuck, I didn’t think you were home.”

"Oh. My. God. Cameron." She threw her hand to her mouth with shock and laughter. "I knew it, I knew those panties were for you. And… Is that my mini skirt? Oh my god, you little thief."

“I can explain.” He knew he couldn’t only the truth could possibly explain this.

“It’s okay, I don’t need an explanation. I get it, you’re a sissy.”

“I, er- I.”

“Yeah, you’re a sissy, don’t try and pretend you’re not. You like being a little girl. A sexy woman. A lustful symbol, huh?” She walked further into Cameron's room, delicately, one foot ahead of the other, a menacing look in her eyes. “It’s okay.”  She closed in on Cameron and lifted the pleated schoolgirl skirt. “Are they my lace panties too? You little slut.”

“I-” Cameron didn’t have time to speak, she reached into the lace panties and grabbed his little cock in her hand.

“It’s so small and cute! And so wet, you’re dripping from your little clitty aren’t you sissy boy? You like it when I say that? I’ve been researching, I’ve been watching sissy porn, I had my suspicions about you and wanted to learn. Now sit on the end of the bed.” Cameron did as he was told. He was facing the mirror on the wall and couldn’t believe what a great girl he made, he looked like a real slutty schoolgirl. His cock throbbed and tingled, Jessie took it in her hands and got on her knees, she spread about the precum and tickled the tip with her forefinger with the delicacy that you would a clitoris, Cameron thrust and twitched, "Sensitive?"

“Yes.”

"Okay. Well, why don't you be a good girl and lie back, put your feet on my shoulders."

“Okay.”

“You can call me ma'am, mommy, miss, or just Jessie. Whatever you want Cammie.”

“Okay, m-mommy.”

“There we go.”

“How long have you been into this?” She took his small cock in her mouth; it was thin and slender like his girly legs and she relished being able to swash and lather the entire thing with her tongue and enjoy it like a lollipop.

“I er- just this week. It kind of happe- Oh fuck.” Cameron’s words got frozen as Jessie slid a wet finger into his tight asshole and found his prostate with ease.

“I dated a guy who liked assplay.” She explained without first being questioned. “I want you to cum for me Cammie, okay. Like a good little slut, cum for me, cum in my mouth.” She played with his ass and he started grinding against it and thrusting his little cock her mouth until.

“Ugh, uuugh. Fuck.”

“Mmmmmm.” Was all Jessie could say with a mouthful of cum.

“Am I a good slut?”

“Yes, you are, baby." She said, after swallowing his cum and sliding her finger out of his asshole. "Now get out of my clothes! God, we can buy you some of your own."

“Fuck, fine with me.” Was Cameron’s response, laying in the bed dumbfounded at the week he had had.

#

Monday rolled around, and with nothing out of the ordinary but winks and smiles from Joe and Brad, Cameron started his new job officially. Perhaps I can perform drag at office parties or something, he thought to himself. He certainly did not want to let the panties and skirt go. But for now, he got on with daily life.


Girl of the Family
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“You dirty little slutty girl, such an ass-spreading, cumslut whore," I say to myself, pretending it's someone fucking me and talking dirty to me. It makes me feel like such a slut, and that makes me so hard. Have you ever tried just putting on a pair of sexy lingerie and talking dirty to yourself? I hadn't before, I have never been ‘fucked' either, I've done plenty of fucking, but this was so new, so exciting.

I look at myself jerking my cock in the mirror in my dress, it's black with a white peter pan collar, is tight at the waist and is pleated, I really look like a girl. Turning over I get in the position that I've seen so many girls in over the years -- doggy, it was always my favorite. But now I bring my face down to the bed and my ass high. Fuck it feels good to grab my ass cheeks and spread them.

“Mmm dirty little slut, you like that? You want your ass filled, huh?” I moan to myself as I try my best to turn my head and see myself in the mirror. I wish someone would just come in here and make a woman of me.

Desperation starts setting in, there must be something in here I can use? It's difficult to be a first-time ass fucker, you have no dildo's or toys, I understand how a teenage girl must feel when exploring now.

I wonder if Cassie has a dildo in her suitcase?

Fuck am I really going to look for my sisters' dildo? Her suitcase is like a little box of treasures, I can't believe I've never tried this before, I'm dripping pre-cum and my asshole is throbbing to be fucked. I'm so glad our suitcases have got mixed up, I would never have tried her dress on otherwise and found myself on my knees bouncing up and down as though a cock was under me, rummaging through her clothes otherwise.

Oh look at these, I wonder what that feels like.

A thong, the front crotch area is a sexy lace pattern and the back string is silk. My asshole feels so sensitive right now, I want to know what it feels like to wear one of these, to feel that thin slither of silk slide between my asscheeks and for my cock to be tucked away in the slutty panties designed for feminine naughtiness. I move to sit on my ass and put my legs up to slide the panties on, then back on to my knees to arch my back and push my asshole out as I slide the thong high to sit on my hips, that have always been, admittedly, quite wide for a guy. I shiver with pleasure, who knew wearing sexy ladies clothes felt so good?

I’m such a good little slut.

What was I doing? Oh yeah, I need a dildo. There isn’t one in Cassie’s suitcase, but now I’m even more turned on through feeling all her soft, sensual, sexy clothes that have always been forbidden to me to wear. Or have they been forbidden? I always had the opportunity to do this when no one is home, I just had never thought of it before, but now I have it’s so fun.

Maybe there’s something else I can use?

I go through her wash bag and find a travel size hairspray can, it’s metal but thin and long with curved edges that I feel like they would slide in with ease.

Just the right size, I think as I press the bottom of the can to my wet lips and slide it in. I catch myself in the mirror, and my cock pops out of my lace panties with a pulsating twitch, my asshole is throbbing for a pounding, so not losing eye contact with myself I spit all over the can, spit all over my fingers and use them to wet my asshole, and I slide it in.

The sensation of getting penetrated in the ass makes me squirm, if I knew being a sissy slut was this good, I would have become one years ago. My step-dad was right after all, I would make a good girl; he always would slap me on the back as he told jokes or chuck me footballs only to be disappointed that my whole body jolted at the strength of his hand or that my catch was poor, “You’d be better off being a little girl, James.” He’d say, I guess he was right.

I positioned the hairspray can so it was between my feet and started bouncing up and down on it with my hands on my ass, spreading myself as though someone was watching and I wanted to please them.

"You're such a dirty little whore," I say to myself. Fuck my asshole is vibrating. I never knew that it felt like this. I like the feeling of being a slut, maybe one day I can be someone’s slutty girl.

I run the hairspray can as deep as I can take it in my tight little hole and throw my head back. Oh my goooood. It feels so naughty to fill myself. It feels amazing to be fucking myself with the long hairspray can that’s the perfect width for my tight hole. I don’t move too quickly, but slowly slide up and down it, exploring where feels best and the moments that send shudders through the rest of my body. My cock is throbbing, but I don’t want to stroke it, I just want to be fucked like a girl.

I keep sliding up and down in my black dress and black thong that's slid to the side. An orgasm starts building up in me, I’ve never orgasmed from my asshole before. I start fucking my ass harder, it’s like a pulsating pump of vibration that shockwaves through my body, I can feel the cum pumping through my cock without even touching it. My uncontrollable moans grow longer and are nothing like my usual grunts, they are high pitched and submissive, what’s going on?

I keep bouncing, but just as I feel I’m about to cum a voice from behind snaps me back to the dirty reality of what I’m doing, accompanied by a tight grip of my hair and my head being yanked back, “I always knew you’d make a good girl.”

Oh my god.

I've never been grabbed like this before, and I know that voice. Fuck this is bad, I think. Or is it? I take a deep breath as the dominant hand moves to my throat, I heard the zzzrp sound of his other hand undoing the zip to his pants. Is he going to fuck me? Am I in trouble? Maybe both?

“You didn’t think to even lock the fucking door? It’s like you wanted to be seen being a sissy slut.” There’s no doubt in my mind that that’s my stepdads voice, he has a strong grip of me though, I glance my eyes to the mirror at my side, it is him. And oh my god, his cock is out through his unzipped pants. How long has he been watching me? He inches closer so his cock is pressed against my back. Holy fuck that’s big, no wonder mommy left dad for him. His girthy warm cock is like one of those giant rubber cocks that flop around in your hand, only more hot and inviting, pressed against my back. I can feel his breath in my ear.

“I’m sorry Daddy, I think my suitcase got mixed up with Cassie’s, I didn’t have any other clothes.”

“And how do you explain the hairspray can in your fucking asshole?” His deep grumbling voice in my ears is turning me on, I’ve never been handled in such a way, it feels so strangely liberating to be submissive. Use me, please.

I swallow deep, I have no answer. Here I am on all fours in a dress with a can of hairspray in my asshole, and I have to get it out of me in front of my Step-Daddy. I relax my asshole and try to withhold a moan of pleasure as it slides out of me and drops onto the floor, I feel my hole gape.

"I always knew you'd be a good toy eventually." He lets go of my throat and puts his hand on the back of my head to push it down to the floor, whilst simultaneously grabbing my hip with the other to pull my ass up high. "Head down, ass up, good slut." He sticks his big manly thumb in my gaping asshole, I gasped with deeply shocked pleasure. "Now we're not going to tell your mother or your sister what happens in this hotel room okay?"

“Okay, daddy.” Holy fuck, he's going to fuck me. Do I look that good?

“Look at your ass, it’s all stretched out. Do you like that? Do you like the feeling of your asshole winking at me, wide open?

I don't know what to say, so I'm going to say whatever I think I need to be fucked.

“Yes Daddy, I like that.”

Examining the can of hairspray I had in my ass he comments, “You can take quite a lot of length, this isn’t your first time is it?”

I don’t answer, I feel a bit embarrassed. Okay so I may have once or twice put things inside me when I was experimenting, you know, hairbrush handles and stuff like that. But who doesn’t? But that was ages ago, I don’t count that. It wasn’t anything like this, then I was just sheepishly testing the waters, this is different, better, I’m drowning in sluttiness now.

He’s still holding my head down pressed against the bed, he’s pulled his thumb out my ass and is massaging my ass cheeks instead, examining as though a predator watching its prey. He spanks me and pushes my ass to the floor too so that I’m laying flat on my front. He places a hand on the floor either side of my shoulder and I breathe deep waiting for penetration.

“How long have you been doing this for?” I feel the tip of his cock on my asshole, it’s twitching with want.

“This is my first time, I promise.”

“I don’t believe you, you look like a practiced whore to me. How long have you been a sissy slut? Tell me, and I might go easy on you.”

I don’t want you to go easy on me. “Really, it’s my first time. I’ve never worn Cassie’s clothes before.

“What about your mothers?”

“Never.” He grabs the back of my head and pulls it up whilst leaning over me so his low-pitch demanding voice is in my ear,

“Then you’re a virgin?” As a girl, sure.

"Yes, Daddy." He lets go of my head, satisfied. The tip of his cock bursts into my asshole. In one long sliding motion, he pushes his thick long cock into me and I moan the sluttiest moan that's ever come out of my mouth.

Holy fuck my Step-Dads cock is in my ass. His cock is much thicker and longer than the hairspray can, it’s unbelievable and fills me up entirely. Fuck, he's squeezing it inside of me until his pelvis is pressed against me, he lays there just like that and I can feel him throbbing inside my asshole.

“You wear little slut’s clothes, you get treated like a little slut.” I'm still not sure if he thinks he's punishing me, fill me, Daddy. “I don’t believe you’ve never done this before, even your mother couldn’t take my cock on her first try, you slut.” Don’t believe me then, just keep fucking me. I press back against him, he’s so deep in me. He pulls back, holds it with just the tip in me and then starts pounding me powerfully. I don’t even have to move, he’s just taking me right there on the hotel floor. I moan with every pump and can feel my pleated dress bouncing with me, it makes me feel like such a delicate little girl.

“Mm, fuck, yes.” I can’t stop my moaning.

This makes him mad, “Do you want your mother to hear? She’s asleep in our room, if you wake her up you’re in big fucking trouble.” He doesn’t stop fucking me as he says this, but he in one pull tears the thong off me and stuffs it in my mouth before grabbing hold of my dress pleats to drill me harder.

I close my eyes and accept my fate of being fucked, it feels so good, but another voice appears that I did not expect,

“Oh my God, James is that my dress? Are you fucking kidding me?”

Fuck. I can’t respond, I go to take the panties out of my mouth but Daddy grabs my wrists and holds me down.

“Turns out Cassie, your brother is a sissy slut. He’s taking my whole fucking cock yet he wants me to believe this is my first time.”

“Well it better be his first time, James have you been stealing my clothes? Are you fucking kidding me? Ew.”

I try to defend myself but all I can do is make muffled noises through the panties, and for trying to talk Daddy grabs my wrists and pulls them behind my back. He doesn’t stop drilling me even with Cassie there.

Cassie walks over and stands in front of me. She’s wearing nothing but a pair of red panties and a matching bra, she must have realised we have the wrong suitcases and came for hers.

“Are they my panties in your mouth? My new lace ones? They were a surprise for Joshua, ugh.” I give up trying to protest, there’s no use, my mouth is stuffed full, I can’t possibly tell her Daddy tore them and put them in my mouth, I can only make muffled moans.

I can’t believe Cassie is watching this and Daddy hasn’t stopped ramming me.

He slows down and starts pounding me at a slower pace, grabbing my hips to dictate the motion of grinding, he’s grunting hard and I’m letting him take me. My cock is dripping cum, this feels like one long orgasm, he’s grinding against my g-spot so rhythmically and using me so well. Muffled moans are spluttering from my mouth as precum splutters from my cock.

I bet he’s never fucked Cassie like this. I’m Daddy’s little sissy slutty girl. I’m Daddy’s whore. I’m Daddy’s cumslut.

Cassie’s biting her lip now and I can see a wet spot in her panties, Daddy notices too.

"You want to help me punish the sissy?" He asks her. With no hesitation, she says yes.

“But how? I can’t exactly fuck his mouth.”

Daddy pulls the panties out of my mouth and throws them to the side. “For stealing her clothes you owe Cassie, you understand?”

I gasp for a full breath of air through my mouth. “Uh-huh, yes Daddy.”

"Wow, he is an obedient sissy slut." Cassie squats down in front of me and slaps me around the face. "I bet you like that don't you."

“Uh-huh, yes Cassie.” I feel Daddy’s cock pulsate inside of me, I can tell he enjoys Cassie treating me like a bimbo whore too. Well, I'm glad I can help them bond.

"How should we punish him, Daddy?" She spanks my face again, the loving abuse makes my cock twitch underneath me, as well as Daddy's again. He's taking it slow now, holding onto my head by my hair, grinding his massive cock in and out whilst Cassie looks me in the eyes and laughs at my pathetic sissiness.

All I did was try on her dress and now I’m here.

“I think you should make him clean your ass, don’t you?”

"I think that's perfect." She pulls down her underwear without taking her eyes off me and turns around to get on all fours. "Could you move our bimbo sissy higher Daddy?" He does, positioning me so I’m now on all fours, ready to be fucked as well as clean her ass.

My step-sister is beautiful, her ass is just the right amount of plump for a petite girl, she takes a full handful on each ass cheek and spreads wide, backing herself up so her asshole is buried in my face. It's almost scentless, it's perfect. I moan uncontrollably as I release my tongue and slather it on her hole.

They STILL think this is a punishment? I’ve always wanted to taste Cassie, it’s difficult to grow up with a step-sister who isn’t blood related. The amount of wanks I’ve had sniffing her panties, I always dreamed of tasting her asshole.

"Look, Daddy, I think our sissy's hungry." She starts rubbing her clit and playing with her pussy, I can hear the slopping noise of her dripping hole whilst I roll the tip of my tongue around her asshole and slide it in as much as I can. Daddy pushes my head into it deep.

“Is that tasty?”

"Uh-huh, Daddy," I say, muffled by asshole. Both hands are on my waist now and he's moving me with him, he's using the full length of his cock to come all the way out and back in again, making air farts come out of my ass; surprisingly enough, this is the first time I feel embarrassed, but Daddy seems to like it, and that takes the embarrassment away.

Do you like my cum farts Daddy?

“Oh yeah, you dirty cunt.” He grunts, and he’s grunting harder now as he slams our body together. I can tell he enjoys watching me eat Cassie’s asshole, I can tell he enjoys Cassie enjoying herself too; he’s such a good Daddy.

I’m Daddy’s sissy and I eat whatever asshole he tells me to eat.

He starts speeding up and smacking our bodies together, his grip on what fat on the waist I have is tight and I can tell he's really getting into it. As can Cassie, she looks back, alerted to Daddy's pleasure by his grunting.

“Cum in him Daddy, cum in the little sissy. I’m close too, look my pussy’s dripping. I have to admit, he’s doing a good job cleaning my asshole.” She pushes back harder against my face and moans. “A really good job.”

Cassie's spread ass and pussy playing are encouraging Daddy I can tell, he starts telling me what a sissy slut I am and going slowly in me but working his whole shaft as though the cum is ready to release and he wants to have a slow dripping pump to elongate the orgasm.

“Do you remember when we first moved in with James and his mother, Cassie?”

"Yes, Daddy." She moans back.

“Do you remember how you would wrestle your little brother? How weak and small he was.”

"Yes, Daddy."

“I always said he would be a good girl didn’t I Cassie?”

“Mmm, yes Daddy.”

Oh my God, this is so hot, I can't believe this is so hot. I've finally found my place in the family.

Sharing memories of my inherent sissiness is a turn on for him because his breathing grew deep with grunts, and I swear his cock just grew even thicker in my ass.

“Oh fucking hell yes, you sissy girl. I always knew this is what you’d be good for. Are you ready for my load? It’s about time I finally put a load in you.”

He’s ready to cum, this is so exciting. Fill me, Daddy, fill me. I’m your sissy slut, fuck my clitty is leaking so much.

"Fuck Daddy I'm going to cum too." Moans Cassie, she takes her sweet-smelling ass away from my face and turns around, rubbing her clit furiously. "Cum in him Daddy, cum in sissy James."

He dumps his load deep into my asshole and it comes as a shock, I had never had cum inside me before and it surprised me how hot it is, I could feel the goopy hot liquid deep inside me, it drips down the walls of my asshole as my step-dad’s cocked continues firing more and more, grunting heavily. His strong fingers are gripping my waist like he owns me.

Cassie starts cumming too, wide-eyed and shaking with pleasure she starts to squirt onto my face. "Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god, yes, yes, yes, yes."

“That’s it baby squirt on our sissy’s face. Cum in his ass and pussy juice on his face.”

She’s convulsing, her hand on her pussy, exhausted with pleasure. Daddy pulls his cock out of me and with it came a rippling fart and a blowing of cum bubbles.

I feel so naughty.

I feel like such a whore.

I feel so alive.

I feel like Daddy’s sissy cumslut.

“You won’t tell Mom will you James?” Asks Cassie through worn-out breath.

“Well James, answer her.” Came Daddy’s input.

“No, Daddy.”

Part 2

The rest of the week goes as normally as a family holiday possibly can. We went sightseeing, we went out for lunch or dinner, sometimes we split off and explore on our own. I kept my promise that I wouldn't tell mother, why would I, after all? I did almost slip up a few times, I nearly called my step-dad Daddy in front of mom, and whilst I had called him Dad for quite some time now, ‘Daddy' is only for use when I am being my slutty self in a dress.

But I wasn't my slutty self for most the week. Cassie took her suitcase and I've had to wear shorts and a t-shirt every day, how dull.

Strangely enough, me and my step-dad have got closer since he fucked me in the ass like he somehow respects me more, perhaps it's because I've accepted my place in his family and can be of use to him; I'd gladly be of use to him anytime he likes.

Right now I'm James, but when I was wearing that dress I didn't feel like him. I felt like more of a Jess. Slutty little Jess with a can of hairspray in her gaping ass, oh how I wish I become a slut earlier, oh how I wish I could always be a slutty little girl. I loved being Daddy's girl, it was so much more fun than being a boy. I got to be naughty, I got to release, I didn't have to walk around like I know what I'm doing, Daddy tells me what to do and I'm at his service.

There have been a few times when Cassie has made comments, she likes to point at the window displays of lingerie shops or fashion stores and make comments about how I'd look good in the clothes and underwear, she jokes about how the I belong in the women's section or how I should buy a piece of clothing so I stop stealing hers. Mom thinks it's just sibling teasing and that Cassie is teasing me, she has no idea that I actually am a little sissy, to her I'm her strong boy.

But I’m Daddy’s sissy cumslut.

And he knows it too, I see how he looks at me.

My suspicions that he wanted to fuck me again are confirmed when me and Cassie get back to the hotel, the family has been split up for the day whilst we all catch some space and do our own thing. Unlocking my room I walk in to find a pair of black suspenders with matching lace underwear set containing panties and a bralette, there's a bottle of lube and a note, which just says:

Be ready for Daddy’s use.

Fuck, how exciting. I get in the shower and clean myself thoroughly, making sure my asshole is ready for fucking. I’m so excited I can hardly contain myself, my stomach is full of butterflies and my cock keeps tingling and growing, I never knew I could drip so much precum without being touched, I’m so ready for daddy.

I put on the sexy garter suspenders, panties, and bralette and pose in the mirror. Wow, I look like a pretty little girl.

I feel myself again, I’m Jess.

My little cock is tucked away perfectly, and the suspenders exaggerate my long slender hairless feminine legs, I feel like a little girl waiting to lose her virginity, although I’ve already lost mine, but this just feels so special. This isn’t a spontaneous eruption of lust, this is pre-planned by Daddy -- he’s been thinking of his sissy.

Now I wait. I'm laying on the soft white bedsheets in my sexy underwear, I feel like a sensual feminine nymph. I've been laying here for hours running my finger over my smooth skin, over my clitty, twisting my nipples, waiting for Daddy. He must wait for Mom to fall asleep, I hope it doesn't take long.

He doesn’t, just when the natural light from the windows begins to fade into darkness, leaving only the warm lamp to provide light to the room, he enters my room and locks the door behind him.

“Mood lighting and all, good job.”

I smile, “I want it special for Daddy.”

He sits on the end of the bed and I sense a touch more intimacy than our last encounter. His large firm hand is on my thigh and he starts stroking it.

"You like being submissive for me don't you?"

"Yes, Daddy."

He smirked, “You never were one to argue with me, I always had a sense that you enjoyed being spanked.” I bit my lip and smile. Caught me there. I turn around, on to my stomach.

"Will you punish me?" I notice him do an almost shudder with anticipation. He likes using me. He spanks me on the ass and grips me hard. It amazes me how petite and fragile he can make me feel. Sure, I’ve had my ass lightly spanked my girlfriends, playfully, but this is so different, this is the strong hand of an alpha male owning my ass. He hooks his hand under my hip and rolls me over with ease and takes the lube that was still on the bed.

“Warm your hole up.”

"Yes, Daddy."

I squirt lube all over my ass hole and fingers and begin stretching myself out for him, he’s watching whilst undressing. When he takes his underwear off I can see his cock in its full glory; I didn’t get to examine it last time as I was on my front the whole time.

"Can I suck it, Daddy?" He doesn't respond verbally, but brings over his gigantic member and flops it on my face, he moves my hand away from my hole and starts fucking it with his own fingers whilst I hungrily slide my lips up and down his thick long shaft before gripping it in my hands and stuffing it in my mouth. I can't get much in, it's just so thick.

I can’t believe my ass takes this, I’m such a good slut.

He closes his eyes and starts thrusting the air whilst my lips are just grazing along the shaft, he’s stood by the bed whilst I’m lying on my bed at the edge and his cock is at the perfect height to run along my face.

I sense I’m not being punished this time, and that I have more allowance to ask Daddy for what I want. I can tell he enjoys how I’m looking at him doll eyed, with my pale smooth skin in the lingerie he brought me. He knows he owns me and he knows I want to please him, ever since he moved in with us when I was younger all I’ve ever wanted is to please him. I never could, maybe this is my chance. I put on my best feminine voice and pouty lips,

"Daddy, please fuck me," I say softly, I turn my body around and put my legs up in the air. He's still standing at the side of the bed and his cock is on my torso now, looking at it come up past my belly button I'm amazed my hungry asshole swallows it all.

My hungry slutty hole.

He’s looking down in amazement at what I’ve become, so quickly I’ve transformed into the perfect little girl. I take his thick cock in my hand, I can barely fit my fingers around it, I guide it to my asshole and place the tip at my entrance. I bite my lip and look him in the eyes, he places his hand lovingly on my cheek and slides his massive cock in me, we both throw our heads back in utter pleasure and moan. Oh my god, it feels even better on my back.

I can watch him in this position, I watch just how much cock he has, how much he has to slide out of me and then slide back into me. I admire how much bigger, stronger, manly he is than me, Daddy.

“Feels so good to fuck my little slut raw.” Yes, it does Daddy. I want him to take me, make me feel like a little girl. I hold my hand out for his hand and guide it to my throat, he's leaning over me now pounding at greater speed whilst throttling me, not too tightly, but not too gently.

His eye contact doesn’t leave mine. He makes me feel like a little bimbo, a cum receptacle, an object for pleasure. But fuck it feels so good. I want him to use me, I want him to cum as quick as I can make him cum, I want to please him, and I want him to know that. So I tell him, I tell him just that without losing eye contact, whilst he thrusts his pulsating cock in my sissy hole.

"Use me, Daddy." I can feel him getting harder as I tell him to use me, as he chokes me, as he takes over my body for himself.

“Slap me, slap your whore.” He does, and then again harder. He’s grunting heavier now and I’m moaning, my cock is growing and growing as he fucks me. He slaps my face again and tells me what a good slut I turned out to be.

Slap me harder, make me cum, make me cum Daddy.

I'm still staring into his eyes with wide-eyed innocence, looking like little bimbo doll that's in awe of him. He starts choking me harder, I lift my legs higher, I want him as deep as possible. His hand gets tighter on my throat and it's becoming difficult to breathe now, but it only makes my cock grow, I'm dripping precum all over myself, he's practically milking me. His weight is behind his hand now and I can't breathe, I grab his arm with both hands and push him down even further which sends him into a grunting bliss as he unloads in me, I feel it jetting streaming out of his cock.

I start orgasming hard as well, cum is shooting from my little cock that's poking out of my panties; my first anal orgasm. It makes me vibrate and shake as the sensation of my orgasm connects with his, I'm light-headed from the choking and feel utter bliss, the loudest moan leaves my mouth,

“Uuuuugggghhh, Daddy. Fuck.”

He let's go of my throat and pulls out of me, cum drips out of my stretched-out entrance onto the bed. He stands over me, looks down at his sissy girl in the warm lamp-lit hotel room, he looks like a Greek statue, I can't help but to admire him, he makes me feel so feminine.

"You're a good girl, sweetie. I love you." He says, he bends down and strokes my cheek, kisses my forehead, gets dressed, and leaves the room.

I’m high, high on cum, high on femininity, high on sissy slutty clouds that float me out of my body. Daddy loves me. Daddy loves to fuck me.

Daddy loves his sissy.

And that makes me smile. What a week.


About Jenny Sparks




Nothing turns Jenny Sparks on more than naughty gender non-conforming fun, full of gaping assholes, dribbling spit, and sissification.




Never should we be afraid of exploring different roles, it's all just an act, it's all just performance, and we should all be free to perform as we wish.




So wear Caesar's clothes.




Follow on AMAZON and make sure you don't miss anything new! Or email Jenny at JennySparksWrites@gmail.com, let her know what stories you want to read!
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